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PROL OGHE. 


N Antient Times, when Helen's fatal Charms 
Rous d the contending Univerſe to Arms, 

The Græcian Council happily deputes 

The Sly Ulyſſes forth to raiſe Ræcruits. 

The cArtful Captain found, without delay, 

Where Great Achilles , a Deſerter lay. 

Him Fate had warn'd to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 
Him Greece requir'd — againſt their Trojan Foes. 
All the Recruiting Arts were needful here 

To raiſe this Great, this tim rous Volunteer. 
Ulyſſes well could talk — He ſtirs , he warms 8 


The warlike Youth — He liſtens to the Charms 

Of plunder , 4 lac'd Coats, and glitt'ying Arms. 
Ulyſles _ t the young aſpiring Buy, 

cAnd liſted him who wrought the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector ſlain : 
Recruiting thus fair Helen did regain. 

If for one Helen ſuch prodigious things 

Were acted, that they ev'n lilied Kings; 

Tf for one Helen's artful vicious Charms 

Half the tranſported World was found in Arms; 
IV bat for ſo Many Helens may We dare, 

W hoſe Minds as well as Faces, are ſo Fair? 

If, by One Helen's Eyes, Old Greece cou'd find, 
It's Homer fir d to write — Ev'n Homer Blind. 
The Britains ſure beyond compare may write; 
That view ſo Many Helens every Night. 
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DRAMATIS 


p ERS ON . 


M E N. 
R. Ballance, N 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices. 
Mr. Scruple, 
Mr. Worthy , a Gentleman of Shropſhire, 
of on . Two Recruiting Officers. 
Kite, Serjeant to Plume. 
Bullock, a Country Clown, 
Coſtar Pear-main , ; 
Tho cApple-Tree. © Two Recruits. 


WOM EN. 


Melinda, a Lady of Fortune. 

Silvia, Daughter to Ballance, in 
Love with Plume. 

Lucy , Melinda's Maid. 

Roſe, a Country Wench. 


Conſtable , Recruits, Mob, Servants 
and Attendants, 


SCENE, SHRESWBURY. 


THE 


TH, 8, : 
RECRUITING 


OFFICER. 


* 


A T. 
S CEN E,, the Market-Place. 
Drum beats the Cranadeer- March. 

Enter Serjeant Kite, follow'd by the Mob. | 

Kite making a Speech. 


F any Gentlemen Soldiers, or others, 
have a mind to ſerve her Majeſty 
and pull down the French King: It 
any Prentices have ſevere Maſters, any 
Children have undutiful Parents: IF 
any Servants have too little Wages , 
or any Huſband too much Wife: Let them repair 
to the noble Serjeant Kite , at the Sign of the Ra- 
ven in this good Town of Shrewsbury , and they 
Shall recetye preſent Relief = — — 

ent- 
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2 The Recruiting Officer. 
Gentlement, I don't beat my Drums here to inſna- 
re or inveigle any Man; for you muſt know, 
Gentlemen, that Jam a Man of Honour: Beſides, 
I don't beat up for common Soldiers; no, I liſt 
only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen — Pray, 
Gentlemen, obſerve this Cap — This is the Cap of 
Honour, it dubs a Mana Gemleman in the drawing 
of a Tricker; and he that has the good Fortune to 
be born Six Foot high, was born to be a great 
Man - Sir, will you give me leave to try this Cap 
upon your Head? 

Mob. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt 
me! | 
Kite. No, no, no mare than I can Come, 
let me ſee how it becomes you? 

Mob. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in 
it? no Gun-powder Plot upon me? 

Kite. No, no, Friend; don't fear, Man. 

Mob. My Mind miſgives me plaguily — Let me 
ſee it— Going to put it on. | It ſmells woundily of 
Sweat and Brimſtone. Pray, Serjeant, what Wri- 
ting is this upon the Face of it? 

Kite. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 

Mob. Pray now, what may be that fame Bed 
of Honour ? 

Kite. O! a mighty large Bed! bigger by half 
than the = Bed at Ware Ten thouſand Peo- 
= may lie in it together, and never feel one ano- 
ther. + 

Mob. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie in't, 
for we don't care for feeling one another But 
do Folk fleep ſound in this ſame Bed of Honour? 

Kite, Sound ! ay, ſo found, that they never 
awake. | | 
8 Wauns ! I wish again that my Wife lay 
there. . 

Kite, Say you ſo? then I find, Brother 


Mob, 


The Recruiting Officer. 3 

Mob. Brother ! hold there, Friend; I am no 
Kindred to you that I know of yet Look ee Ser- 
jeant, no Coating , no Wheedling , d'ye ſce—— 
If I have a mind to liſt , Why ſo—lfnot, why ' tis not 
ſo— therefore take your Cap and your Brotherſhip 
back again, for I am not diſpos'd at this preſent 
writing — No Coaxing, no Brothering me, faith. 

Kite, I coax ! I wheedle ! I'm above it. Sir, 
I have ſerv'd twenty Campaigns — But, Sir, you 
talk well, and I muſt own that you are a Maneve- 
ry Inch of you, a pretty young ſprightly Fellow 
l love a Fellow with a Spitit; bur I ſcorn to 
coax  'tis baſe : Though I muſt ſay, that never 
in my Life have I ſeen a Man better built; how 
firm and ſtrong he treads! He ſteps like a Caſtle ; 
bur I ſcorn ro wheedle auy Man — Come, honelt 
Lad, will you take ſhare of a Pot? 

Mob. Nay , for that matter, I'll ſpend my Pen- 
ny with the beſt He that wears a Head; that is, 
begging your Pardon, Sir, and in a fair way. 

Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now Geutle- 
men, I have no more to ſay, but this — Here's 
a Purſe of Gold , and there 1s a Tub of hymming 
Ale at my Quarters — Tis the Queen's Money, 
and the Queen's Drink — She's a generous Queen, 
and loves her Subjects — I hope, Gentlemen, you 
won't refuſe the Queen's Health? 

Al Mob. No, no, no. 

Kite. Hyzza ! then, huzza! forthe Queen ,/and 
the Honour of Shropshire, 1 

cAll Mob. Huzza! 

Nie. Beat Drum. Exit. Drum beating a 
| | Granadeers March. 
Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. 

Plume, By the Granadeet March that ſhou'd be 
my Drum, and by that Shout, it ſhqy'd beat with 
Succels — Let me 4 — Four a Clock — | Lookup = 
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4 The Recruiting Officer. 
his Watch] At Ten yeſterday Morning I left Lon- 
don — A Hundred and Twenty Miles in Thirty 
Hours is pretty ſmart Riding, but nothing to the 


fatigue © Recruiting. 


Enter Kite. | 
Kite. Welcome to Shrewsbury, noble Captain: 
From the Banks of the Danube to the Severn fide , 


noble Captain you're welcome. 


Plume, A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr. Ki- 
te: I find you are fairly enter'd into your Recrut- 
ting Strain —— Pray what Succeſs ? 

Kite. I have been here but a Week , and I have 
recruited Five. | | 

Plume. Five! Pray, what are they? 

Rite. I have liſted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the 
King of the Gipſies, a Scotch Pedlar , a Scoundrel 
Attorney, and a Welsh Parſon. 

Plume. An Attorney! wer't thou Mad? Liſt a 
Lawyer! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Mi- 
nute. 

Kite. Why, Sir? 

Plume. Becauſe I will have no body in my Com- 
pany that can write; a Fellow that can write, can 
2 Petitions — I ſay this Minute diſcharge 

im. 

Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 

Plume. Can he write? | 

Kite. Hum! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 

Plume, Keep him by all means — But how ſtands 
the Country affected? Were the People pleas'd with 
the News of my coming to Town ? 

Kite, Sir, the Mob are fo pleas'd with your Ho- 


nour and the Juſtices and better ſort of People are 


ſo delighted with me, that we ſhall ſoon do our 
Buſinels—— But, Sir » you have got a Recruit he- 
Ic, that you little think of, 

Plume. Who? 


(> 


The Recruiting Officer. 
Kite. One that you beat up for the laſt time you 

were in the Country: You remember your old Friend 

Molly at the Caſtle 2 

Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. | 

Kite. No, no, Sir; — She was brought to bed 
Yeſterday. | 1 

Plume. Kite, you muſt father the Child. 

Kite. And ſo her Friends will oblige me to 
marry the Mother. 

Plume. If they ſhou'd , we'll take her with us; ſhe 
can waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occaſion. 

Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But 
your Honour knows that I am marry d already. 

Plume. To how many ? 

Kite, I can't tell readily —I have ſet them down 
here upon the back of the Muſter Roll. | Draws it 
out, ] Let me ſee — Imprimis, Mrs. Sheely Snikereyes, 
she ſells Potatoes upon Ormond-Key in Dublin — 
Peggy Guxxle the Brandy Woman, at the Horſe- 
Guard at V/hitehall == Doly VVaggon , the Car- 
rier's Daughter at Hull — Madamoiſelle Van- 
bottem-flut at the Buſs — Then Jenny Oakham the 
Ship-Carpenter's Widow at Portsmouth; but I don't 
reckon upon her, for she was marry'd at the ſame 
time to two Lieutenants of Marines, and a Man 
of War's Boatſwain. | 

Plume. A full Company — You haye nam'd Five 
— Come, make 'em half a Dozen , — Kite — Is 
the Child a Boy, or a Girl? | 

Kite. A chopping Boy, 

Plume. Then ſer the Mother down in your Liſt, 
and the Boy in mine: Enter him a Granadeer by 
the Name of Francis Kite , abſent upon Furlow — 
I'll allow you a Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence; 
and now go comfort the Weuch in the Straw. 

Kite. I thall, Sir. | 

Plume, But hold: Have you made any uſe of 

| A3 0 


6 The Recruiting Officer. 
your German Doctor's Habit ſince you atriy'd ? 
Kite, Yes, n. Sir, and my Fame's all about 
the Country, for the moſt faithful Fortune-teller , 
that ever told a Lye—1 was oblig'd to let my 
Landlord into the Secret, for the Convenience of 
keeping it ſo; but he's an honeſt Fellow , and 
will be faithful to any Roguery that is truſted to 
him. This Device, Sir, will get you Men, and 
me Money, which I think is all we want at 
preſent— But yonder comes your Friend Mr. 
Worthy — Has your Honour any farther Com- 
mands? | 
Plume. None at preſent. | Exit Kite] Tis indeed 
the Picture of Worthy , but the Life's departed, 
Enter Worthy. 
What Arms a-croſs, Worthy? Methinks you 
ſhould hold 'em open, when a Friend's ſo near 
—— The Man has got the Vapours in his Ears, I 
believe: I muſt expel this melancholly Spirit. 
Spleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
Fly , I conjure thee by this Magick Blow. 
[ Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 
Wor. Plume! my dear Captain, welcome. 
Safe and ſound return'd ? | 
Plume. I ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound 
I hope from London ; you ſee I have loſt neither 
Leg, Arm, nor Noſe; then for my Inſide, tis 
neither troubl'd with Sympathies nor Antipathies, 
and I have an excellent Stomach for roaſt Beef. 
Wor. Thou art a happy Fellow: once I was ſo. 
Plume, What ails thee , Man! No Inundations 
nor Earthquakes in Wales, I hope? Has your 
Father roſe from the Dead , and reaſſum'd his 
Eſtate ? 
Wor. No. 


Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely. 
Mor. No. 


Plume. 
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Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker, 


ut Wor. Come, I muſt out with ir=— Your once 
ay, roving Friend is dwind''d into an obſequious, 
y cbaaghtbül , Romantick , conſtant Coxcomb. 
of Plume. And pray, what is all this for? 
id Wor. For a Woman. | 
to Plume. Shake Hangs , Brother, if thou go to 
1d that; behold me as obſequious, as thoughtful , 
at and as conſtant a Coxcomb as your Worſhip, 
I. Wor. For whom ? g 
n- Plume, For a Regiment — But for a Woman! 
S'death! I have been conſtant to fifteen at a time 
ed but never melancholly for one. And can the Lave 
b of one bring you into this Condition? Pray who 7 
is this Wonderful Hellen? 
ou Mor. A Fellen indeed, not to be won under a 
x THEIR Siege: as great a Beauty, and as great 
a Jilt. 
Plume. A great Jilt! Pho! Is ſhe as great a 
Whore ? 
Wor. No, no. h 0 
er. Plume. Tis ten thouſand Pities. But 7 
Co ' ſhe? Do I know her? —_— 
Mor. Very well. 
1d Plume. That's impoſhble == I know no Woman 
er that will hold out a ten Years Siege. 
tis Wor. What think you of Melinda? 
Sy Plume. Melinda! Why ſhe began to capitulate this 
| time Twelvemonth , and offer'd to ſurrender npon 
. honourable Terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe 
ns | a Settlement of five hundred Pound a Year to her 
me 1 before I went laſt Abroad. | : 
unis Wor. I did, and the hearken'd to it, deſiring 


only one Week to conſider — When, beyond her 
Hopes, the Town was reliev'd, and I fore'd to 
turn my Siege into a Blockade, 

Plume. Explain, explain. 


me. A + Wor, 


—_— 


$ The Recruiting Officer. ' 
Wor. My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintchire | 


dies, and leaves her, at this critical time, twenty 


thouſand Pounds. | 

Plume. Oh the Devil! What a delicate Woman 
was there ſpoil'd! But by the Rules of War now, 
- Worthy , Blockade was foolisgh — after ſuch ' 
a Convoy of Proviſions was enter'd the Place, 
you cou'd have no thought of reducing it by Fa- 


mine, you ſhou'd have redoubl'd your Attacks, ta- 


ken the Town by Storm, or have dy'd upon the 
Breach. * 

Wor. I did make one general Aſſault, and puſh'd 
it with all my Forces; but I was ſo vigorouſly | 
repuls'd , that deſpairing of ever gaining her for a 
Miſtreſs, I have alter'd my Conduct, given my 
Addreſſes the obſequious and diſtant turn, and 
court her now for a Wife. 

Plume. So as you = obſequious , ſhe grew 
haughty , and becauſe you approach'd her as a 
Goddeſs, ſhe us'd you like a Dog. 

Wor, Exactly. 

Plume, Tis the way of em all, == Come 
Worthy; your obſequious and diſtant Airs will ne- 
ver bring you together ; you muſt not think to ſur- 
mount her Pride by your Humility: Wou'd you 
bring her to better Thoughts of you, the muſt be 
reduc'd to a meaner Opinion of her ſeif — Let me 
ſee, the very firſt thing that I would do, ſhou'd 
be to ly with her Chamber-maid, and hire three 
or four Wenches in the Neighbourhood, to report 
that I had got them with Child. — Suppoſe we 
lampoon'd all the pretty Women in Town, and 
left her out? or what if we made a Ball, and 
forgot to invite her with one or two of the uglieſt 2 

Wor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications , I muſt 


confeſs ; but we live in ſuch a preciſe dull place, 
that we can have no Balls, no Lampoons, no —— | 
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ume. 


The Recruiting Officer, 
Plume. What! no Baſtards, and ſo many recruiting 
Officers in Town; I thought twas a Maxim among 


they carry'd out. 
Wor. No Body doubts your good Will, Noble 


> Captain, in ſerving your Countty with your beſt 
uc ? 


ACC 3 


Blood ; witneſs our Friend Molley at the Caſtle 

— chere have been Tears in Town about that 

Buſineſs, Captain. 

Plume. I hope, Silvia has not heard of it. 
Wor. O Sir! have you thought of her? Ibegan 


8 to fancy you had forgot poor Silvia. 


Plume. Your Affairs had put mine quite out of 
my Head. Tis true, Silvia and I had once agreed 
to go to Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted 


Preliminairies; but ſhe wou'd have the Wedding 


before Conſummation, and I was for Conſumma- 
tion before the Wedding ; we cou'd not agree. 
She was a pert obſtinate Fool, and wou'd loſe her 
Maiden-head her own way, ſo she may keep it 
for Plume. | 

Wor. But do you intend to marry upon no other 
Conditions ? : 

Plume. Your Pardon, Sir , I'll marry upon no 


Condition at all. —If I shou'd, I am refolv'd. 


never to bind my ſelf to a Woman for my whole 
Life, till I know whether I shall like her Compa- 
ny for half an Hour. Suppoſe I marry'd a Woman 
that wanted a Leg — ſuch a thing might be, 
unleſs I examin'd the Goods beforehand If 
People wou'd but try one another's Conſtitutions 
before they engag'd, it wou'd prevent all theſe 
Elopements , Divorces , and the Devil knows 


Wor. Nay , for that matter, the Town did not 


© ſtick to ſay, that 


1 


Plume, I hate Country Towns for that Reaſon. 
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10 The Recruiting Officer. 

If your Town has a dishonourable Thought 
of Silvia, it deſerves to be burnt to the Ground. 
I love Silvia, I admire her frank generous 
Diſpoſition — There's ſomething in that Girl 
more than Woman, het Sex is but a Foil to her. 
—— The Ingratitude , Diſſimulation, Envy, Pride, 


Avarice, and Vanity of her ſiſter Females, do but N 


ſet off their Contraries in her — In short, were I 
once a General, I wou'd marry her. 
Wor. Faith you have Reaſon — For were you 


but a Corporal, ſhe wou'd marry you == But my 


Melinda Coquets it with every Fellow ſhe ſees 
T'll lay fifty Pound, ſhe makes Love to you. 


Plume. I'll lay fifty Pound that I return it, if 


ſhe does Look'c, Worthy, Ill win her and give 
her to you afterwards. 

Wor. If you win her, you ſhall wear her, 
Faith; I wou'd not value the Conqueſt, without 
the Credit of the Victory. 

Enter Kite. 

Kite. Captain, Captain, a word in your Ear. 

Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but 
Friends. 

Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to 


comfort the good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. 


Molley — my Wife, Mr. Worthy. 


Wor. O, ho! very well! I wish you Joy, 


Mr. Kite. 


Kite. Your m—_— very well may — For 1 
have got both a Wife and a Child in half an 
Hour — But as I was * ou ſent me to 

ite I mean — But 


comfort Mrs. Molly — my 
what d'ye think, Sir? She was better comforted 
before I came. 

Plume. As how! 

Kite, Why , Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery, 


had brought her ten Guineas, to buy her baby- | 
cloaths. Plume, * 
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The Recruiting Officer. 11 

Plume. Who in the name of wonder con'd ſend 
them? . 

* Kite. Nay , Sir, I muſt whiſper that — Mrs. 


Plume. Silvia! Generous Creature! 
Wor. Silvia! Impoſſible! : 
Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir, I took the 
Sold as part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farther, 
* Sir, ſhe ſent word the Child shou'd be taken all 
imaginable Care of, and thatſhe intended to ſtand 
+ Godmother. The ſame Footman, as I was co- * 
ming to you with this news, call'd after me, 
and told me that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with me 
l went , and upon hearing that you were come 
10 Town, ſhe gave me half a Guinea for the 
News; and order'd me to tell you, that Juſtice 
Ballance her Father, who is juſt come out of the 
Country, would be glad to ſee you. 

Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy = Is 
there any thing of Woman in this? No, tis no- 
ble, generous, manly Friendſhip; ſhew me another 
Woman that wou'd loſe an Inch of her Preroga- 
tive that way without Tears, Fits, and Re- 
proaches. Ihe common Jealouſie of her Sex, 
which is nothing but their Avarice of Pleaſure, 
ſhe deſpiſes; and can part with the Lover, though 
ſhe dies for the Man — Come, Worthy — Wherc's 
the beſt Wine? For there I'll Quarter. 

V Yor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barce- 
lena, which I wou'd not let him pierce before, 
7 becauſe I reſety'd the Maiden-head of it for your 

Welcome to Town. : 

Plume, Let's away then , Mr. Rite, wait on 
the Lady with my humble Service, and tell her I 

shall only refresh a little, and wait upon her. 

Por. Hold, Kite= Have you ſeen the other 
/ recruiting Captain? "Il 
te, 
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12 The Recruiting Officer. 

Kite. No , Sir. | 

Plume. Another, who is he? 

VYor. My Rival in the firſt Place, and the moſt 
un untable Fellow == but I'll tell you more as 
We 80. Exeunt. 1 


SCENE, Az Apartment. 


Melinda and Silvia Meeting. 


Mel. Welcome to Town , Couſin Silvia ¶ they 
Salute.) I envy'd you your Retreat in the Country ; 
for Shrewsbury , methinks , and all your Heads of 
Shires are the moſt irregular Places for living; 
here we have Smoak, Noiſe, Scandal, Aﬀec- 
tation, and Pretenſion; in ſhort, every thing to 

ive the Spleen, — and nothing to divert it 
Then, the Air 1s intolerable. | 

Sil. O, Madam! I have heard the Town com- 
mended for its Air. 

Mel. But you don't conſider, Silvia, how long 
I have liv'd in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a 
Lady, the leaſt Nice in her Conſtitution — No Air 
can be good above half a Year. Change of Air, 
I take to be the moſt agrecable of any Variety in 


Life. 
Sil. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſe- 


veral ſorts of Airs. 

Mel. Pſha! I talk only of the Air we breath, 
or more properly of that we Taſte Have not 
you, Silvia, found a vaſt Difference in the Taſte 
of Airs? | . 

Sil. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a ſort of 
Air? taſte Air! you might as well tell me, I may 
feed upon Air. But prithee my dear Melinda, don't 
put on ſuch an Air to me, Your Education and 
mine were juſt the ſame, and I remember the 

time 3 


oſt 
as 
int. 


| wait to that noble Sex In ſhort, Melinda, I 


The Recruiting Officer. 13 


time, when we never troubled our Heads about 


Air; but when the ſharp Air from the VVelth 
Mountains made our Fingers ake in a cold Mor- 
ning, at the Boarding- School. 

> Mel. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, 
but our Temperaments had nothing alike; you 
have the Conſtitution of an Horſe. ; 
Sil. So far as to be troubl'd with neither Spleen, 
* Cholick, nor Vapours; I need no Salts for m 

' Stomach, no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Wa 
for my Complexion. I can Gallop all the Mor- 
ning after the Hunting-horn', and all the Evening 
[vat a Fiddle. In ſhort, I can do every thing 


with my Father, but drink, and ſhoot flying; 

and I am ſure I can do every thing my Mother 
cou'd, were I put to the Trial. | 
Mel. You are in a fair way of being put to't; 
: Iam told your Captain is come to Town. 
Sil. Ay, Alinda, he is come, and I'll take 
: Care he ſhan't go without a Companion. 
Mol. You are certainly mad, Couſin. | 
* Sil. And there's a Pleaſure in being mad, which 
none but Mad. men know. AY 
Nel. Thou poor romantick Quixote Haſt 
j thou the Vanity to imagine, that a young ſprightly 
Officer, that rambles o'r half the Globe in half 
Ja Year, can confine his Thoughts to the little 
Daughter of a Country Juſtice, in an obſcure part 
Jof the World. | 
Sil. Plha! What care I for his Thoughts; Tl 
7 ſhou'd not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, 
it ſhews a Narrowneſs of Soul. Conſtancy is but 
za dull ſleepy Quality at beſt , they will hard! 
* IE . | . 
admit it among the manly Virtues ; nor do I thin 
it deſerves a Place with Bravery , Knowledge, Po- 
licy, Juſtice , and ſome other Qualities that are 


think 
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think a Petticoat a mighty ſimple thing, and! 
am heartily tir'd of my Sex. Th 
Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to 
our Sex, that you can't ſo handſomely get rid of 
in Petticoats, as if you were in Breeches O“ 
my Conſcience, Silvia, had'ſt thou been a Man, 
thou had'ſt been the greateſt Rake in Chriſten- | 
dom. | 
Sil. I ſhou'd «have endeavour'd to know the 
World, which a Man can never do throughly , - 
without half a hundred Friendſhips , and as many 
Amours. But now F-think on't , how ſtands your 
Affair with Mr. Worthy 2? ] 
Mel. He's my Averſion. 
Sil. Vapours! -— 
Mel. What do you ſay , Madam? 
Sil. I fay , that you ſhou'd not uſe that honeſt | 
Fellow ſo Kino . He's a Gentleman of Parts 
and Fortune; and Peades that, he's my Plume's 
Friend, and by all that's ſacred, if you don't uſe 
him better, I ſhall exſpect Satisfaction. [ 
Mel, Satisfaction! You begin to fancy your ſelf * 
in Breeches in good earneſt — Butto be plain with 
you, I like Y/orthby the worſe for being ſo inti- 
mate with your Captain; for I take him to be a looſe, 
idle, unmannerly Coxcomb. | 
Sil. O, Madam! You never ſaw him perhaps 
ſince you were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pounds; 
you only knew him when you were capitulating 
with Y/orthy for a Settlement, which perhaps: 
might encourage him to be a little looſe, and un- 


dam. 
Mel. Better it had, Madam, for methinks you 
ate too plain. | 


Sil 
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nd 1 z. If you mean the plainneſs of my Perſon, I 
* think your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 

r t-o Afſel. Were J ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to 

dof take up with a rakehelly Officer as you do. 


Ou. Again! Look'e , Madam , your'e in your 
lan, own Houle. 
ſten- 


Mel. And if you had kept in yours, I ſhou'd 
have excus'd you. 
the Sil. Don't be troubl'd , Madam, I ſhan't deſire 
hly > to have my Viſit return'd. 
many > Ae!. The ſooner therefore you make an end of 
your | this the better. | 
Sil. J am eaſily perſuaded to follow my Inclina- 
tions, ſo : Madam 5 your humble Servant. [ Exit, 
Miel. Saucy _ | | 
nter Lucy. 
10neſt * Luc. What's the Matter, Madam? 
Parts Nel. Did not you ſee the proud Nothing, how 
lume'S | ſhe (well'd upon the Arrival of her Fellow. 
„t uſe Tuc. Her Fellow has not been long enough ar- 
riv'd to occaſion any great Swelling, Madam ; 1 
ur ſelf ? don't believe the has ſeen him ret. 
n with Aſel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it — Let me ſee — 
o inti- 


LI have it Bring me Pen aud Ink — hold, I'llgo 


z looſe) write in my Cloſer. 

3 Luc, An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Ma- 
zerhaps® dam. | Preſents Letter. 
dounds; Adel. Who ſent it? 
ulating Luc, Your Captain, Madam. 
perhaps Alel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him; ſend 


ind un- it back unopen'd. 


Cc. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 
Mel. Then how thou'd I ſend an Anſwer ? Call 
„ Ma him back immediately, while I go write, | Exeunt, 


nks you 


Sil 
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tle; all that 1 know of the matter is, our Gene- 


do't agen. But pray, Sir, how do's Mrs, 
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. | 
SCENE, An Apartment. 


Enter Juſtice Ballance and Plume. 


Ballance. 

Ook'e, Captain, give us but Blood for our 
Money, and you ſhan't want Men. I remem- 
ber that r ſome Years of the laſt War, we had 
no Blood, no Wounds, but in the Officer's Mouths; 
Nothing for our Millions but News- Papers not 
worth a Reading — Our Army did nothing but 
play at Priſon Bars , and hide and ſeek with the 
Enemy ; but now ye have brought us Colours , 
and Standards, and Priſoners — Ad's my Life, 
Captain, get us but another Marſhal of France, 
& I'll go my ſelf for a Soldier. =— | 
Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballance , how does your fair 
Daughter ? | 
Ball. Ah, Captain! what is my Daughter to a 
Marſhal of France? We're upon a nobler Subject, 

Iwant to have a particular Deſcription of the Battle 
of Hock ſtat. | 
Plume. The Battel, Sir, was a very pretty bat- 
tel as one {hou'd deſire to ſee, but we were all ſo in- 
tent upon Victory, that we never minded the Bat- 


ral commanded us to beat the French, and we did 
ſo; and if he pleaſes but to ſay the word, we'll 


- 
e 


Sil 


Silvia? | Poſt « 
Ball. Still upon Silvia! For ſhame, Captain, you four e 


4 Ball 


N 
3 


> 


are engag d already wedded to the War, Victory 
| 18 
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is your Miſtreſs, and it is below a Soldier to 
think of any other. 

Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs, but as a Friend, 
Mr. Ballance. 
Ball. Come, come, Captain, never mine: the 
Matter; wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if 
you cou'd? | 
Plume. How, Sir! I hope ſhe's not to be de- 
*bauch'd. | 
Ball. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir, and any Woman 


our in England of her Age and Complexion , by a Man 
em- pf your Youth and Vigour. Look'e , Captain, 
had pnce I was young, and once an Officet as you 
uths; are, and I can gueſs at your Thoughts now, by 
o_ zw hat mine were then; and I remember very well, 
at 


that I wou'd have given one of my Legs to have 
1 the Yeluded the Daughter of an old Country Gentle. 
17 » man, as like me as I was then like you, 

Lite, 


ances 


Plume. But, Sir , was that Country Gentleman 
your Friend and BenefaCtor ? 

Ball. Not much of that. 

Plume. There the Compariſon breaks ; the Fa- 
yours, Sir, that — 

to a Ball. Pho, I hate Speeches; if I have done you 
bject» any Service, Captain, 'twas to pleaſe my ſelf, 
Battle ſpr I love thee; and if I could part with my Girl, 
u ſhou'd have her as ſoon as any young Fellow 


ir fair 


y bat- know: But I hope you have more Honour than 
ſo in- ih quit the Service, and ſhe more Prudence than 
1c Bat- tg follow the Camp; bur ſhe's at her own Diſpo- 
Gene- , ſhe has fifteen hundred Pound in her Pocket, 
ve did amd fo, Silvia, Silvia! [ Calls, 
we'll Enter Silvia. 


Mrs. Sil. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the 
Poſt from London, I left them upon the Table in 

1 » you four Cloſet. 
Victory Ball. And here is a Gentleman from Germany , 
15 [ 'B [ Preſents 


you. Exit. 


18 The Recyniting Officer. 
| Preſents Plume to ver.] Captain, you'll excuſe 
me, T'll go and read my Letters, and wait on 


Sil. Sir, you are Welcome to England. 
Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, 
Madam, ſince the Hopes of receiving it from this 
fair Hand, was the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing 
England. 1 

Sil. I have often heard that Soldiers were ſincere; 
Mall I venture to believe publick Report? 

Plume. You may, when 'tis back'd by private 
Inſurance; for I ſwear, Madam, by the Honour 
of my Profeſſion , that whatever Davgers I went 
upon; it was with the hope of making my (elf * 
more worthy of your Eſteem; and if ever I had 
thoughts of preſerving my Life , 't was for the 
Pleaſure of dying at your Feet. 

Sil. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or 
Where you will; but you know, Sir, there is 
: A Will and Teſtament to be made before- 

and. | 
Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, 
and there it is; and if you pleaſe ro open that 
Parchment z which was drawn the Evening before 
the Batrel of Blenheim , you will find whom 1 

Sil. Mrs. Silvia Ballance, | Opens the Will an 
reads.] Well, Captain, this is a handſome, and 
a ſubſtantial Complement; but I can aſſure you, 
I am much better pleas'd with the bare know - 
ledge of your Intention, than I ſhou'd have been 
in the Poſſeſſion of your Legacy: But methinks 
Sir, you ſhou d have left ſomething to your littl of 
Boy at the Caſtle. b. 

Plume. That's home J Aſide.] My little Boy! n. 
Lack- a- day, Madam, that alone may convince you; gie 
t was none of mine; why the Girl, Madam, 1 C 

5 m) 


F 
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excuſe my Setgeant's Wife, and ſo the poor Creature gave 
ur on out that I was Father, in hopes that my Friends 
[ Exit. might ſupport her in Caſe of Neceſlity.— That 
was all, Madam, — My Boy! No, no, no. 
ome , Enter Servant, 
m this} Serv. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill 
ſeeing News from London, and defires to {peak with you 
immediately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, 
ncere; | that he can't wait on him as he promis d. 
Plume. Ill News! Heavens avert it; nothing 
Tivate | cou'd touch me nearer than to ſee that generous 
lonour worthy Gentleman afflicted. I'll leave you to 
| went comfort him, and be aflur'd , that if my Life and 
ay ſelf 7 Fortune can be any way ſerviceable to the Father 
I had of my Silvia, he ſhall freely command both. 
or the Sil. The neceſſiry muſt be very preſling that wou'd 
engage me to endanger either. ¶ Exeunt ſeverally. 


et, Or © 
SCENE, Another Apartment. 


g 
here is 
xefore- - 
: 
, 


Enter Ballance and Silvia. 


Sil, Whilſt there is Life there is hopes, Sir, 
perhaps my Brother may recover. 

Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; 
Doctor Kilman acquaints me here, that before 
1 and this comes ro my Hands, he fears I ſhall have no 
e, and Son. — Poor Owen! — But the Decree is juſt; 
. you, | I was pleas'd with the Death of my Father, 
know. becauſe he lefr me an Eſtate, and now I am 
e been Puniſh'd with the Loſs of an Heir to inherit mine: 
hinks I muſt now look upon you as the only hopes of 
ir littl:© rd Family , and I expect that the Augmentation 

© Or your Fortune will give you frelh Thoughts, 
Boy! and new Proſpects. 
Ice y Ol Sil. My delice of being punctual in my Obe- 
m, if dience, requires that you wou'd be plain in your 
my Commands, Sir. B 2 


* 


ready, 
6 that 
before 
hom 1 
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Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
Heireſs to my Eſtate, which you know is about 
twelve hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives 
you a fair Claim to Quality, and a Title; you 
muſt ſer a juſt value upon your ſelf, and in plain 
Terms, think no more of Captain Plume. | 

Sil. You haye often commended the Gentleman, F 
Sir. ; 1 : 

Ball. And J do ſo ſtill, he's a very pretty Fellow; 
but tho“ I lik d him well enough for a bare Son- 
in- law, I don't approve of him for an Heir to 
my Eſtate and Family. Fifteen hundred Pounds 
indeed I might truſt in his Hands, and it might 
do the young Fellow a Kindneſs ; but, — od's my 
Life, twelve hundred Pounds a Year wou'd ruin 
him, quite turn his Brain. A Captain of Foot 
worth twelve hundred Pounds a Year ! Tis a Pro- 
digy in Nature. Beſides this, I have five or fix | 
thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my Eſtate: Oh! 
thar wou'd make him ſtark Mad ; For you muſt 
know, that all Captains have a mighty Averſion 
to Timber, they can't endure to ſee Trees ſtan- 
ding. Then I thou'd have ſome Rogue of a Buil- 
der, by the help of his damn'd Magick Art, | 
transform my noble Oaks and Elms into Corniſhes, 
Portalls, Saſhes, Birds, Beaſts, and Devils, to 
adorn ſome magoty , new-faſhion'd Bauble upon 
the Thames; and then you ſhou'd have a Dog ofa ? 
Gardner bring a Habeas Corpus for my Terra firma, * 
remove it to Chelſea , or Twittenham, and clap it 
into Graſs-Plats, and Gravel- VValks. 

| Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Here is one with a Letter below for * 
your Worſhip, but he will deliver it into no 
Hands but your own. : 

Ball. Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger, -[ Ex. a. 
with Servant, 
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bout Sil. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, 
and Iam Prince Prettyman exactly. — If my Brother 


du lies, ah poer Brother! If he lives, ah poor Siſter! 
in Tis bad both ways: I'll try it again. Folloyy 


my own Inclinations , and break my Father's 
ZHeart; or obey his Commands, and Ives my 
own; worſe aud worſe. Suppoſe I take it thus? 
A moderate Fortune, a pretty Fellow, and a Pad; 


ow; or a fine Eſtate, a Coach-and ſix, and an Aſs 
That will never do neither. 


AT Enter Ballance and Servant. 
ioht Ball. Put four Horſes into the Coach, [ To 4 
2 Servant, who goes out, | Ho Silvia! 


> ol Sil. Sir. 
ee 3 7 How old were you when your Mothe 
dv'd: 
Sil. So young, that I don't remember I ever had 
= ; and you "have been ſo careful , ſo indulgent 
to me. ſince, that indeed I never wanted one. 
Ball. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you 
ſtan- Ak d of me? 
| Buil- + Sil. Never that I remember. 
Ball. Then, Silvia, I muſt beg that once in your 


* Life you wou'd grant me a Favour. 

1 4 Sil. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? 

: k 7 Ball. I don't, but I wou'd rather Counſel than 
- 4 fa Eommand; I don't propoſe this with the Autho- 
Aims ty of a Parent, but as the Advice of your Friend; 
Cap ir hat you wou'd take the Coach this Moment, an 


into the Country, _ | 
Sil. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the 
ntents of the Letter you recciv'd juſt now 2 + 
Ball. No matter; I will be with you in three or 
nato no fqur Days, and then give you my Reaſons. 
Ex. Bor before you go, I expect you will make me 


ow for 


one 1 Promiſe. 
„ Sil. Propoſe the thing, Sir. 0 
Sil. 4 l B 3 Ball, 
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Ball. That you will never diſpoſe of your ſelfto 7 
any Man , without my Conſent. | it 
Sil. I promiſe. | 2 
Ball. Very well, and to be even with you, 1 
never will diſpoſe of you without your own Con- 
ſent; and ſo, Silvia, the Coach is ready; Farewel. 
| Leads her to the Door, and returns. | Now ſhe's 


one, I'll examine the Contents of this Letter a 
ittle nearer. (Read. | 


SI R 3 
Y Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn a 
Ms: from him, that he had from his Friend 
Captain Plume, and my Friendship, and Relation to 
your Family , ys me to give you timely notice of it, 7 
The Captain has diſhonourable Deſigns upon my Couſin + 


Silvia; Evils of this Nature are more eaſily prevented yy 


than amended , and that you wou'd immediately ſend * 
my Couſin into the Country, is the Advice of , 
SIR, your humble Servant, 


MELIND AF 


Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this 


Age, they are ten times worſe than they were in pi 


my time. Had he made my Daughter a Whore, 
and forſwore it like a Gentleman, I cou'd have 
almoſt pardon'd it; but to tell Tales beforchand is 
monſtrous, -— Hang it, I can fetch down a? 
Woodcock or a Snipe; and why not a Hat and 
Feather? I have a Caſe of good Piſtols, and have 
a good Mind to 1ty. 4 
Enter Worthy. 
Worthy"! your Servant, ; 
Wor. I am ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenget of ill 
News. 5 l 
Ball. 1 apprehend it, Sit, you have heard that 
my Son Owen is paſt Recovery. | 9 
Vor. My Letters ſay he is dead, Sir. To; 
Ball, He's happy, and I'm fatisfy'd : = 1 
Stroke 
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Strokes of Heaven I can hear; but Injurics from 

Men, Mr. VVortby, are nat ſo eaſily ſupported. 

' Var. I hope, Sir, you're under na Apprehen- 

ion of wrong from any Body. 

15 1 1 Ball. 8 I au ht to be. ; 

Con- Por. Yau wrong my Hauour, Sir, in believing 

wel. I cou'd know any thing to your Prejudice, with- 

ſhe's Jour reſenting it as much as you ſhould, 

ter a Ball. This Letter, Sir, which I rear in pieces 

leads, to conceal the Perfon that ſent it, informs me, 
hat Plume has a Deſign upon Silvia, and that yau | 

| re privy to't. | | 

Friend 7 Vir. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do my ſelf Juſtice, 

tion to and endeavour to find out the Author, | Takes 

of it. 4 Bit.] Sir, I know the Hand, and if you refu 

Couſin 0 diſcover the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell 

vented me. | Going. 

y ſend © Ball. Hold, Sir; the Contents I have told you 

Þlready, only with this Circumſtance , that her 

, Intimacy with Mr. Y Yorthy had drawn the Secret 

DA. From him. 

of his Vor. Her Intimacy with me ! Dear Sit, let me 


ere in pick up the Pieces of this Letter; twill give me 


hore, ſuch a Power over her Pride, to have her on an 


f to 


wn 4 


8 


d have Intimacy under her Hand. Twas the luckieſt 
hand is Accident! ¶ Gathering up the Letter.) The Aſper- 
own 4 on, Sir, was nothing but Malice, the Effect of 
at and 


little Quarrel between her and Mrs. Silvia. 
Ball. Are you ſure of that Sir? 
Ver. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of 
he Battel, juſt now, as ſhe overheard it. But I 
hope, Sir, your Daughter has ſuffer d nothing 
get of il upon the Account. | 
* Ball, No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's fo afflifted with 
ard tha! the News of her Brother's Death , that to avoid 
| _Compyapy, ſhe beg'd leave to be gone into the 
Lountry. 1 
1: Thi 7 3 4 | Wor. 
Stroke K | 


d have 


1 
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12 And is ſhe gone? . 
all. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhewas fo preſſing; 1 
the Coach went from the Door the Minute before 
you came. | | 
 Vyor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir!—1 find het 
Fortune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, 
and then Plume and I may laugh at one another. 
Ball. Like enough ; VVomen are as fubject to 
Pride as we are; and why mayn't great VVomen, 
as well as great Men, forget their old Acquain- 
rance ? But come, where's this young Fellow? 1 
love him ſa well, it would wal? the Heart of me 
to think him a Raſcal == I'm glad my Daughter's 
gone fairly off tho' [ Aſide. ] VVhere does the 
Captain quarter? | | I 
or. At Horton's; J am to meet him there two Pr 
Hours hence, and we ſhould be glad of your un 
Company. | = 
Ball. Your Pardon, dear Y Yorthy, I muſt allow yo 

a Day or two to the Death ef my Son: The De- Di 
corum of Mourning is what we owe the VVorld, 
becauſe they pay it to us again. Afterwards I'm | 


yours over a Bottle, or how you will. 4 
V For. Sir, Im your humble Servant. 1 
© [Exeynt ſeverally. | 

| tha 

SCENE, the Sireet. N rt 

Enter Kite, with a Mob in each Hand drunk, © — 
Kite ſings. * 

Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe, J. | 
To wipe his ſcoundrel Maſter's Shoes; 3 
For now he's free to ſing and play, wha 
Over the Hills, and far aua) Over, &c. | 


The Mob ſing the Chorus 
; | Ve 


reſſing? 
before 


nd her 


ſelinda, 


* 
— 


Sing, Dance, Play: VVe live as one ſhould ſay— 
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1 Ve (hall lead more happy Lives, | 
By getting rid of Brats and V Vives, 
* That ſcold and brawl both Night and Day ; 
Over the Hills and far away — Over, &c, 
Kite, Hey boys! Thus we Soldiers live; Drink, 


| live — Tis impoſſible to tell how we live 


ther. 
ject to Ve are all Princes — VVhy — VVhy you are a 
omen, King - Lou are an Emperor, and I'm a Prince— 
quain- Now — an't we? 
ow? I | 1ſt Aob. No, Serjeant , I'll be no Emperor. 
of me Kite. No! | 
ohter's 4 2{t Mob. No, I'll be a Juſtice of Peace. 
& the * Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man! 
ft Mob. Ay, wauns will 1; for ſince this 
retwo | Preſſing Act, they are greater than any Emperor 
F your under the Sun. 
> Kite, Done: You are a Juſtice of Peace, and 
allow you are a King, and Iam a Duke, and a Rum 
ie De- Duke, an't I? 
World, 2d Mob. Ay, but I'll be no King. 
Is I'm Kite. VVhat then? 
| 2d Mob. I'll be a Queen. 
Kite. A Queen. 
2d Mob. Ay, Queen of England, that's oreater 


erally, 2 | 
than any King of 'em all. 


unk; 


Kite. Bravely ſaid , Faith; Huzza forthe Queen. 


#T Huzza!] Bur heark'ce, you Mr. Juſtice and you 
Mr. Queen, did you never ſee the Queen's 
Picture? 


Mob. No, no, no. 

Kite. I wonder at that; J have two of em ſer 
in Gold, and as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the 
Pr Sec here , they ate in Gold. 

: A4akes two Broad pieces out of his Pocket , vive 
F 
s By 1ſt Mob. 
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1ſt Mob. The wonderful Works of Natures © 
| [ Looking at it. 
2d Mob. What's this written about? Here's a 
Poſy, I believe, Ca-ro-lus === What's that, Ser- 
jeant? > 
Kite, O! Carolus! — why Carolus is Latin for 
Queen Ann; That's all. 4 
2d Mob. Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard = 
Serjeant , will you part with this? I'll buy it on 
you, if it come within the compaſs of a 
Crown. 1 
Kite. A Crown! never talk of buying; 'tis the 
fame thing among Friends you know; I'll preſent 
them to you both: You ſhall give me as good a 
thing. Put em up, and remember your old 
Friend, wben I am over the Hills and far away. 
[ They ſing, and put up the Money. 
Enter Plume ſinging. 
Over the Hills, and o'er the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal, er Spain: 
The Vier commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills, and far away. > 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, I'll 
make one among ye: Who ate theſe hearty * 
Lads? | 5 
Kite. Off with your Hats; Ounds off with 
your Hats: This is the Captain, the Captain. 4 
iſt. Mob. We have ſeen Captains afore- now, 
mun. £ 
2d Mob. Ay, and Lieutenant-Captains too: 
S'fleſn! I'll keep on my Nab. 5 
1ſt Mob. And I'ſe ſcarcely doff mine for any 
Captain in England: My Vether's a Freebolder. 
Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 4 
Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows , that 
are willing to ſerve the Queen: I have entertain? d 
em 
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at it, Sem juſt now, as Volunteers under your Honour's 
re's a Command. 
Ser- Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the 
in for Men fit to make Soldiers, Captains, Geuerals, 
* 1ſt Mob. Wounds , Tummas, what's this! are 
d. you liſted ? | 
it on 2d Mob. Fleſh! Not I: Are you Coſtar ? 
of a © 1ſt Mob, Wounds, not I. 
Kite. What! not liſted! ha, ha, ha! a very 
is the good Jeſt faith. 
reſent * 11ſt Mob, Come, Tummas, we'll go Home. 
ood a 2d Mob. Ay, ay, come. 
r old Kite. Home! For ſhame, Gentlemen, behave 
away. your ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tum- 
one. mas, honeſt Coſtar. 
Z 2d Mob. No, no, we'll be gone. 
2 Kite. Naythen, Icommand you to ſtay : Iplace 
1 1 7 7 Ip 
vou both Centinels in this place, for two Hours, 
y, to watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; 


and you the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that 
it, I'll dares ſtir from his Poſt, till he be reliev'd, ſhall 


hearty have my Sword in his Guts the next Minute. 
Plume. What's the matter, Setjeant? I'm afraid 
with you ate too rough with theſe Gentlemen. 
n. Kite. I'm too mild, Sir: They diſobey Com- 
now, mand, Sir, and one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an 
| Example to the other. 
5s too: iſt Mob. Shot, Tummas! 
Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the Matter ? 
or any iſt Mob. We don't know ; the noble Serjeant is 
der. pleas'd to be in a Paſſion, Sit but 


* Kite. They diſobey Command th 
„ that "+; liſted.” , 3 
2d Mob, Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright 
em deny it neither; that we date not do, for fear of 
being Shot: But we humbly eonceive in a civil 

9 Way , 


are liſted. 


2 
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way, and begging your VVorſhip's Pardon, that ber 
we may go Home. 1 
Plume. That's eaſily known; have either of you tha 
receiv d any of the 7 Money ? | 
1ſt Mob. Not a braſs Farthing , Sir. L 
Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd thtee 2 
and twenty Shillings and Six- pence, and 'tis now fat 
in their Pockets. VV 
1ſt Mob. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my 1 
Pocket but a bent Six-pence , I'll be content to be {nc 
liſted , and ſhort into the Bargain. 1 
2d Mob. And I, look ye here, Sir. 
1ſt Mob. Ay, here's my Stock too: Nothing 
but the Queen's Picture, that the Serjeant gave me 
juſt now. | low 
Kite. See there, a broad Piece, three and twenty 
Shillings and Six-pence , the t'other has the Fellow © 
on't. 
Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the 
Goods ate found upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold 
are worth Three and Twenty and Sixpence each. 
1ſt Mob. So it ſeems that Carolus is Three and hi 
Twenty Shillings and Sixpence in Latin. 1 
zd Mob. Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we 


1{t Mob. Fleſh! but we an't Tummas: I deſire b 
to be carry'd before the Mayor, Captain. | Cap» 
tain and Serjeant whiſper the while. 4 

Plume. Twill never do, Kite, — Your damn'd © 
Tricks will ruin me at laſt - I won't loſe the Fel- 
lows tho', if I can help it Well, Gentlemen, there 4 
muſt be ſome Trick in this, my Serjeant offers to 4 
take his Oath that you are fairly liſted. 


2 
iſt Mob. VVhy, Captain, we know that you mat 
Soldiers have more Liberty of Conſcience than 1 
other Folks; but for me , or Neighbour j Coſtar \ady 
here 
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| here to take fuch an Oath , twould be downright 
„that erjuration. 

Plume. Look' e, Raſcal, you Villain; if I find 
of you that you have impos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fel- 
Jows, I'll trample you to Death, you Dog 

Come, how was't? | 
| three 2d Mob. Nay then, we will ſpeak; your Ser- 
s NOW jeant, as you ſay, is a Rogue, begging your 
V Vorſhip's Pardon — and 
in my * 1{t Mob. Nay , Tummas, let me ſpeak; you 
to be know I can read — And fo, Sir, he gave us thoſe 
wo Pieces of Money for Pictures of the Queen , 
dy way of a Preſent. | 

Plume. How! by way of a Preſent! The Son 

of a Whore! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fel- 
lows, like you: Scoundrel , Rogue, Villain! 

wenty » Beats off the Serjeant , and follows. 

Fellow  Adeb. O brave noble Captain! Huzza! a brave 


othing 


Ave me 


aptain, faith. 
„ the iſt Mob. Now, Tummas, Carolus is Latin for 
f Gold a Beating: This is the braveſt Captain I ever ſaw 
e cach, '=— Wounds, 1 have a Months mind to go with 
ce and him. - | - 
4 Enter Plume. | 
for we Plume. A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fel- 
SÞws as you — Look'e, Gentlemen, I love a pret- 
deſire & Fellow; I come among you as an Officer to liſt 
[ Cap- Yoldiers , not as a Kidnapper to {teal Slaves, 
# 11{t Mob. Mind that, Tummas. 


damn'd Plume. I deſire no Man to go with me but as I 
the Fel- ent my (elf : 1 went a Volunteer, as you, or 
n, there ou, may do; for a little time carry'd a Maſquer, 
ffers to And now I command a Company. 


2 2d Mob. Mind that, Coſtar : A ſweet Gentle- 

hat you man. 

ce than Plume. Tis true, Gentle men, I might take an 

rj Coſtar advantage of you , the Queen's Money was in 
here your 
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your Pockets, my Serjeant was ready to take his 
Oath you were liſted; but I ſcorn to do a baſe Jou 
thing, you are both of you at your liberty. Con 
if Mob. Thank you, noble Captain — I cod, mor 
I can't find in my Heart to leave him, he talks ſo 


finely. | | 
5 Mob. Ay, Coſtar, wou'd he always hold in 
this mind. | 
Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more III 


tell you: You're both young tight Fellows, and P 
the Army is the Place to make you Men for ever : | — 


Every Man has his Lot, and you have yours. 
What think you now of a Purſe of French Gold 
out of a Monſieur's Pocket, after you have 
daſh'd out his Brains with the Butt of your Fire- 
lock? eh! — 1 

1{t Mob. Wauns 1 I'll have it, Captain — 
Give me a Shilling, I'll follow you to the Endo 
the World. | b 

4 - Mob. Nay , dear Coſtar , do'na ; be ad 
vis d. 

Plume. Here my Hero, here are two Guinea | 
for thee , as Earneſt of what I'Il do farther fot 


thee. 

24 Mob. Do'na take it, do'na, dear Coſtar. 

{ Crys , and pulls back, his Arm 77 

1ſt Mob. I wull— I wull—— Waunds , my 
Mind gives me that I ſhall be a Captain my Lad 
ſelf— I take your Money, Sir, and now I am i Sypoy 
Gentleman. | 

Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you an-“ Hen 
I will travel the World o'er , and command i take 


Come, Captain, I'll een go along too; and 0 V 


J 
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baſe you have two honeſter fitnpler Lads in your 
Company » than We two have been, I'll ſay no 

cod , ore. Way En 1 = 

ks Plume. Here, my Lad. [Gives bim AMoney.] 

Now your Name? 

; 2d Mob. Tummas Appletree. 

Plume. Ana yours ? 

Iſt Mob. Cella Pairmain. 

Plume. Born where? 

1ſt Mob. Both in Herefordſhire. 

Plume, Very well: Courage » my Lads =— 
ow we'll ling , Over the Hills, and far away. 
Courage, brave Boys, tis One to Ten, 

But we return all Gentlemen, &c. I Exeunt. 


| —— 1 8 ——— . 0 . LEES 5 — £200. r 
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vin” SCENE, The Market-Place. 
Enter Plume and Worthy. 


Am Mor. J. Cannot forbear admiting the Equality 
» mY by: our two Fortuncs : We lov'd two 

* m) Ladies, they met us half way, and juſt as we were 
am 


upon the point of leaping into their Arms, For- 
tune drops into their Laps, Pride Poſſeſſes their 
Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads, Madneſs 
takes em by k Tails ; they ſnort, kick up their 
Heels, and away they run. 
Plume. And leave us here to moutn upon the 


Wor. IJ have a Trick for mine; the Letter, you 
| Know); 
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now, and the Fortune-Teller. 
Plume. And I have a Trick for mine. 
Wor. What is't ? 
Plume. I'll never think of her again. 
Wor. No! 


Plume. No, I think my ſelf above adminiſtring 4 Pl 
to the Pride of any Woman, were the worth 
twelve Thouſand a Year; and Ihan't the Vanity to Re 
believe I ſhall ever gain a Lady worth twelve hun- 2) Pl 
dred = The generous good-natur'd Silvia in her e b 
Smock I admire; but the haughty ſcornful Silvia % Ro 
with her Fortune I deſpiſe == What ſneak out of Fel; 

| Town, and not ſo much as a Word, a Line, a G \ 
iq Complement — "sdeath ! how far oft does ſhe | LA 


live 2 I'll go and break her Windows. F 
Wor. Ha, ha, ha! ay, and the Window 
Bars too to come at her Come, come, . 
Friend, no more of your rough military Airs. 
Enter Kite. 

Nite. Captain, Sir | look yonder , ſhe's a 
coming this way, tis the prettieſt cleaneſt little 
1. 1 
Plume. Now , Worthy , to ſhew you how 13% 
much I am in love — Here ſhe comes, and 1 
what is that great Country Fellow with her ? 1 pom 
Kite. I can't tell, Sir. 1 
Enter Roſe and her Brother Bullock, and Chickens ett / 
on her Arm in a Baſket, &c. 5 Ef 
Roſe. Buy Chickens , young and tender, young oe! 
and tender Chickens. | ds 
Plume. Here , you Chickens ! 
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Roſe. Who Calls? | wn 
| Plume, Come hither, pretty Maid. be 
| Roſe Will you pleaſe to buy, Sit? * 
Wor. Yes, Child, we'll both buy. A0 

Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair; market * 


for your ſelf — Come, Child, I'll buy all you! 
have. Roſe. 
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Roſe, Then all I have is at your ſervice; | 


8. . [ Court'ſys. 

F Wor. Then I muſt ſhift for my ſelf, I find. 

; | 3 Exit. 
„ Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you ſay. 
ß 4 [ Chucks her Ki the Chis 


* Roſe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. 
YO Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Balket to 
fun- ; BE” 
ber he bottom, my Dear. | 
lia & Roſe. Nay , for that matter, put in your Hand; 
+ off el, Sir; I warrant my Ware as good as any in 
2 ſie Market. TRE | 
ſhe Plume. And Ill buy it all, Child, were it ten 
Rimes more. 
Roſe. Sir, I can furniſh you. 
Plume. Come then, we won't quarrel about the 
Price; they're fine Birds — Pray what's your 
game, pretty Creature! 
* Roſe, Roſe, Sit, My Father is a Farmer with- 
three ſhort Mile o'the Town; we keep this 
Market; I ſell Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and 
my Brother Bullock there ſells Corn. | 
Bull. Come, Siſter , haſte, we ſhall be late 
hoame. [ Whiſtles about the Stage. 
Plume. Kite ! [Tips him the Wink , he returns it.) 
etty Mrs. Roſe — You have let me ſee mn 
w many? 5 
* Roſe. A Dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth 
Crown. 


low 
ne 5 


8 2 
little, 
how 
and 
ic liens 


oung 


Reſe. What's that to you, Oaf? I can make as 
Much out of a Groat, as you can out of Four- 
pence , I'm ſure The Gentleman bids fair, and 
4 C when 


jarket 
IL you 
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when I meet with a Chapman, I know how te 
make the beſt of him—— And ſo, Sir, I ſay, fo 
a Crown Piece, the Bargain's yours. 
Plume, Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 
Roſe. I can't change your Money, Sir. 2 
Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can — mi Wi 
Lodging is hard by, Chicken, and we'll mak: Gi 
Change there. | | Goes off , ſhe follows him Þ 
Rite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſee? 
one of thele 2 eat up a Ravelin for hi 


Breakfaſt, and after wards pick his Teeth with 
Paliſado. : 


Bull. Then your Paliſado, pray what may tha: 
be? Come, Roſe , pray ha' done. 1 
Kite. Your Paliſado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin® 
abour the thickneſs of my Leg. a 
Bull, That's a Fibb , I believe. [ Aſide. ] E We 
Where's Ruoſe? Ruoſe ! Ruoſe ! 'Sflelh , where 
Ruoſe gone. = 
Kite. She's gone with the Caprain. 


Bull. The Captain! Wauns , there's no prel# 
ſing of Women, ſure. | 
Kite. But there is, Sir. | 4 
Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rucſe, 
ſhou'd be ruin'd — Which way went ſhe 
O! The Devil take your Rablins and Paliſa 
does. 1 
Kite, You (hall be better acquainted wit 
them, honeſt Bullock, or I ſhall miſs of m 


N 
Aim 5 
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W to Enter Worthy. | 
„foo Mor. Why, thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in 
_ your Captain, admitable in your way 
nd. | 
Kite, Ves, Sir , I underſtand my Buſineſs, I . 


mj Will lay ir— You muſt know, Sir, I was borna 
mak: Pipſey, and bred among that Crew till I was ten 

bim Tears old; there I learn'd Canting and Lying: I 
e ſee! Mas bought from my Mother Cleopatra by a certain 


r hi 
ich 2 


obleman for three Piſtoles , who liking my 
eauty, made me his Page; there I learn'd Im- 
Pudence and Pimping. I was turn'd off for wear- 
ings ig my Lord's Linen, and drinking my Lady's 
Katafia, and turn'd Baylift's Follower ; there I 
Pye fearn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt got into 
lumb the Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and Drin- 
| Wing — 80 that if your Worlhip pleales to caſt up 
y tha We whole Sum, viz. Canting , Lying, Impudence , 
Fimping , Bullying „ Swearing , Whoring , 
dkin Drinking, and a Halbard, you will fiad the Sum 
: otal amount to a Recruiting Serjeant. 
E Wor. And pray what induc'd you to turn Sol- 
here ler ? 
Kite. Hunger and Ambition; the Fears of Star- 
ing and Hopes of a Truncheon, led me along to 
Gentleman with a fair Tongue and fair Perri- 
Fig, who loaded me with Promiſes; but egad it 
Fs the lighteſt Load that ever I felt in my Lite 
ſe , He promis'd to advance me, and indeed he 
ſhe id fo — to a Garret in the Savoy. I aſk'd him 
Frhy he put me in Priſon ; he call'd me lying 


rt Enter Ballance and Bullock. 


Eur Ball. Here, you Serjeant , where's your Cap- 
I C2 tain? 


Py 
<a 


I believe — You thought no Harm, Friend, di 


1 ſhall marry her to morrow. Aſid 
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tain? Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamoy, Bal 
ring to me with a Complaint, that your Captai your 


Wor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gont 
with Plume to his Lodgings to ſell him ſom. 
Chickens. = 

Ball. Is that all? the Fellow's a Fool. 

Bull. I know that, an pleaſe you; but i 
your Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warran 
to bring her before you, for fear of the worſt: 

Ball. Tho'rt Mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's (ak? 


enough. [Aſide Y wo 
Kite. I age {o too. Daug 
Wor. Haſt thou no more Senſe , Fellow |*. Ba! 


than to believe that the Captain can liſt Wo ther! 
men. 4 


Bull. I know not whether they Liſt them, 0 the 
what they do with them, bur I am ſure the g b 
carry as many Women as Men with them out onde 
the Country. Bonſt 


Ball. But how came you not to go along wii your 
your Siſter ? — | Wor 
Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of he 
going than I do of the Day I ſhall die; but th 
Gentleman here, not ſuſpecting any Hurt neither? 


. | 
Kite. Lackaday , Sir, not I — only that I beliey: 


Bak. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well Friend 
bur whar did that Gentlaman with you ? 
Bull. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a fi! 
Story of a great Fight between the Hungarians , ® 


think it was, and the Iriſh; and fo, Sir, wi 

we were in the heat of the Battel = the Capraiiving 

carry'd off the Baggage. | cep 
| Bal 
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mou 1 Ball. Ser jeant, go along with this Fellow to 
aptall your Captain, give him my humble Service, and 


ing d gefire him to diſcharge the Wench , though he 
Has liſted her. 

Bull. Ay, and if he been't free for that, he 
wall have another Man in her place. 

Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go tom 

Quarters inſtead of the Captain's. Aſide. 


but 1 Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 
arran Ball. We muſt get this mad Captain his Com- 
worſt glement of Men, and ſend him a packing, elſe 
s ſaf e'll over-run the Country. 


Mor. You ſee, Sir , how little he values your 
Daughter's Diſdain. | 
Ball. I like him the better; I was juſt ſuch ano- 
Wo ther Fellow at his Age, I never fer my Heart upon 
any Woman, ſo much as to make my ſelfuneaſie 
@ the Diſappointment; but what was very ſurpriz- 
Ig both to my ſelf and Friends, I chang'd o'th' 
Þdden from the moſt fickle Lover to the moſt 
Fonſtant Huſband in the World. But how goes 
g win your Affair with Melinda ? 
Wor. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, 
Hur I think in this Age he goes upon Crutches , on 
fancy Venus had been dallying with her Cripple 
ulcan when my Amour commenc'd, which has 
Wade it go on ſo lamely. My Miſtreſs has got a 
Faptain too, but ſuch a Captain! As I live, yon- 
r he comes. | 
Ball. Who 2 That bluff Fellow in the Saſh, I 
n't know him. 
Wor, But I engage he knows you , and every 
ody at firſt fight; his Impudence were a Prodi- 
y > were not his Ignorance proportionable ; he 
wh, Ras the moſt univerſal Acquaintance of any Man 
CapraH ws for he won't be alone, and no Body will 
Fcep him Company then he's a Cæſar * 
z the 
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the Women, Veni, Vidi, Vici, that's all. I 
he has but talk'd with the Maid, he ſwears le 
has lain with the Miſtteſs; but the moſt farpriz- 
ing part of his Character is his Memory, which 
is the moſt prodigious, and the moſt trifling in 
the World. . | 
Ball. I have met with ſuch Men; and I takt 
this good-for-nothing Memory to proceed from a f 
certain Contexture of the Brain, which is purely } 
adapted to Impettinencies, and there they lodge 
ſecure, the Owner having no Thoughts of Hi 
own to diſturb them. I have known a Man 2 
perfect as a Chronoloper as to the Day and Yea f. 
of moſt important Tranſactions; but be altogethei 
ignorant in the Cauſes, or Confequences of an) 
one thing of Moment; I have known another ac. 
quire ſo much by Travel as to tell you the Name; 
of moſt Places in Europe, with their Diſtances o 
Miles, Leagues, or Hours, as punctually as 
Poſtboy ; but for any thing elſe, as ignorant 2 
the Horſe that carries the Mail. n 
Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Tra. * 
veller's Privilege of Lying, and even that he abuſes, Þ 
this is the Picture, behold the Life. 
> Euter Brazen. | 5 
Brax. Mr. Worthy, I am your Servant, and ſo 
forth — Hark'e my Dear. f 
Wor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not. 
Manners, and when no Body's by, 'tis fooliſn. 
Brax. Company! Mor't de ma vie! 1 beg they 
Gentleman's Pardon: Who is he? 
Wor. Ask him. 
Braz. So I will. My dear, I am yout Servant, 
and fo forth, — your Name, my Dear? 
Ball. Very Laconick, Sir. 


Braz. Laconick ! A very good Name truly; = 
have known ſeveral of the Laconicks abroad; poo! ? 


Tac q 
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1 x: Latonick! He was kill'd at the Bartel of Landen. 


remember that he had a blew Ribbon in his 
at that.vety Day, and after he fell, we found a 
ece of Neat's Tongue in his Pocket. 

Ball. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or 
e them at Landen? „ 
Brax. The French attack us ! Oons, Sir , are you 
— ST, | 

+ Ball. Why that Queſtion ? 


s he 
Iz $f 
hich 
g in 1 
take 
oma 


el Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think 
fu Hat the French durſt attack us — No , Sir, we 
in a Ntack' d them on the — I have Reaſon to remem- 


Yea; det the time, for I had two and twenty Horſes 
erbe! ill'd under me that Day. . 
Fam Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty 
„ard. N 

45 Ball. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, 
es Nu rid upon half a dozen Horſes at once. 
Brax. What do you mean, Gentlemen? I tell 


f k you they were kill'd , all torn to pieces by Canon 
Mot, except ſix I ſtak d to death upon the Enemies 
Tra. He vaux de Friſe. | 
buſes Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name? 
Zrax. Brazen, at your Service, 2 

Ball. Oh, Brazen, a vety good Name; I have 
own ſeveral of the Braxens abroad. 

2 Wor. Do you know Captain Plume, 'Sir? _ 
Brax. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in 
MForthamptonshire — Honeſt Frank ! Many, many 
dry Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt; you 
Wult have known his Brother Charles that was 
ncern'd in the. India Company , he marry'd the 
ughter of old Tongue-Pad , the Maſter in Chancery; 
very pretty Woman, only ſquinted a little; ſhe 
d in Child-bed of her firſt Child, bur the Child 
ay: | geviv'd, 'r was a Daughter, but whether t was 
HOO Mild Margaret or Margery, upon my Soul, I 
| C 4 cane 
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can't remember. | Looking on his Warch.] Bu 
Gentlemen, I muſt meer a Lady, a twenty 
thouſand Pounder , preſently upon the Walk by the 7 
Water — Worthy , your Servant, Laconick yours 
0 : | [Ext 

Ball. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion o 
Aſelinda, as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think 
ſhe ought to give you Cauſe to be ſo. x 

Wor, I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much 
for gaining her ſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up: 
Rival; were there any Credit to be given to hi 
words, I ſhould believe Melinda had made him 
this Aſſignation; I muſt go ſee; Sir, you'll pardon * 
me. 
Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſineſs— ® 
But what have we got here? . 

ES Enter Roſe ſinging. 5 

Roſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, 
and ride ſingle upon a white Horſe with a Star, 
upon a Velvet Side-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to Lon. 
don and ſee the Tombs, and the Lyons, and the 
Queen. Sir, an' pleaſe your Worſhip, I have 
often ſeen your Worſhip ride through our Ground 
a hunting, begging your Worſhip's Pardon — Pray How, t 
what may this Lace be worth a Yard? And exec 

| Shewing ſome Lace. Ball. 

Ball. Right Mechlin , by this Light! Where did F Roſe. 

you'get this Lace , Child? | Plume 


© Roſe. No matter for that, Sir, Icame honeſtly Pallance, 
„ | FM Fruits, t 
Ball. I queſtion it much. | Juſt now 

Roſe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turky-ſhell Ball. ] 


Snuff box, and fine Mangere, ſee here. | Takes: Reſe. 
Snuff affectedly.] The Captain learn'd me how to. Plume. 
take it with an Air. | | afe, Sir 


Ball. Oho! The Captain! Now the Murther's f Ball. 1 
out; and ſa the Captain taught you to take it with Plume. 


Roſe. 
.. 7 

. 1 

1 


an Air. 
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Roſe. Yes, and give it with an Air too — Will 
our Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff 2 
| | Offers the Box affectedly. 
Ball. You ate a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. 
And pray what did you give the Caprain for theſe 
fine things? 
Z Roſe, He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, 
and two or three Sweet-hearts that I have in the 
Country; they ſhall all go with the Captain; O 
+ he's the fineſt Man, and the humbleſt withal; 
wou'd you believe it, Sir? He carry'd me up 
Swith him to his own Chamber, with as much Fa- 
__y as if I had been the beſt Lady in the 
and. 
Ball. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, 
as can be. | 


. Enter Plume ſinging. 
Plume. But it is not ſo | 

© With thoſe that go 

Thro Froſt and Snow 

Moſt apropo , 

Aly Maid with the Milking-patl. 

M | | | Takes hold of Roſe. 

a How, the Juſtice! Then I'martaign'd , condemn'd 

and executed. 

ce. Ball. O, my noble Captain 

did Roſe. And my noble Captain too, Sir. 
Plume. Sdeath, Child! are you mad — Mr, 

ty allance, J am ſo full of Buſineſs about my Re- 
Fruits, that I han't a Moment's time to — I have 
juſt now three or four People to 

\ell Ball. Nay , Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you 

hes Þ Roſe. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. 

to Plume. Any other time, Sir —I cannot for my 

afe , Sir — | | 

er's Ball. Pray, Sir 

ith & Plume, Twenty thouſand things - I wou'd — 

oſe. Y Cy but — 
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—I muſt - [ Breaks away, than the 
| Ball. Nay, I'll follow you. xit, 
Roſe. And I too, 5 


SCENE, The Walk, by the 
Severn ſide. 


Enter Melinda and her Maid Lucy. 


Mel. And pray was it a Ring, or Buckle, or 
Peudants, or Knots, or in what Shape was the 
Almighty Gold transform'd that has brib'd you ſo 
much in his Favour ? | 
Luc. Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had was 
from the Captain, and that was only a ſmall piece indeed! 
of Flanders Edging for Pinners. | Affuran 

Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent ,, Luc, 
from Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe he fun” 
is from their Women to them. They every Veat 
bring over a Cargo of Lace, to cheat the Queen of Brax. 
her Duty, and her Subjects of their Honeſty. adam 
Luc. They only barter one ſort of prohibited M 
Goods for another, Madam. 


Mel. Has any of em been bartering with you, Mel, 
Mrs. Pert, that you talk fo like a Trader ? Fovers. 
Luc. Madam , you talk as peeviſhly to me, a! Brax. 
if it were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, Pt you 
tho' I pretend to excuſe it; tho' he ſhou'd not ſee N Hande 
you this Week, can I help it? But as I was he Tir, 
ſaying, Madam — His Friend Captain Plume has H Was n 
ſo taken him up this two Days. e, Mz 
Mel. Pſha! wou'd his Friend the Captain wer: have 
d upon his Back; I warrant he has never been dyſhip 
ober ſince that confounded Captain came to Town: ,/ Mel. 
The Devil take all Officers, I lay — They do the had ſo | 
Nation mote harm by debauching us at Home, Hoy 
| rag. 


than 


The Recruiting Officer. 43 
than they do good deferiding us Abroad: No ſoonet 
* $Caprain comes to Town, but all the young Fel- 
ws flock about him, and we can't keep a Man 
out ſelves. 
Luc. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your 
Eoncern for Worthy's Abſence, that you ſhou'd 
uſe him better when he's with you. 
* Mel. Who told you, pray, that 1 was concern'd 
for his Abſence? I'm only vex'd that I've had 
thing ſaid to me theſe two Days: One may like 
the Love , and deſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one 
Pay love the Treaſon , and hate the Traytor, O! 
re comes another Captain, and a Rogue that 
as the Confidence to make Love to me; bur 
indeed I don't wonder at that, when he has the 
ſſurance to fanſie himſelf a fine Gentleman. 
mm Tuc. If he ſhou'd ſpeak o'th ' Aſſignation I ſhou'd 
elle he ruin' d. | [ Aſide. 
eat Enter Btazen. 
not Brax. True to the Touch, Faith! [ Aſide.] 
Madam, I am your humble Servant, and all that 
ite! Madam — A fine River this fame Severn — Do 
yon love hihing , Madam? 
3 Mel, Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for 
Lovers. 
Brax. I'll go buy Hooks and Lines preſently; 
t you muſt know, Madam, that I have ſerv'd 
anders againſt the French, in Hungary againſt 
e Turks, and in Tangier againſt the Moors, and 
was never ſo much in Love before; and ſplit 
he, Madam, in all the Campaigns I ever made, 
F have not ſeen ſo fine a Woman as your 


were Iyſhip 
bon Mel, And from all the Men I ever ſaw I never 
dls ad ſo fine a Complement; but you Soldiers are 


he beſt bred Men, that we muſt allow. 
Brax. Some of us; Madam — But there are 
| Brutes 


ARE, 


Brutes among us too, very ſad Brutes; for my \,;.1, 
own part, I have always had the good Luck to Reale 
prove agteeable — I have had very conſiderable. that's 
Offers, Madam, — I might have marry'd a 
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German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand Crowns a ot 
Year , but her Stove diſguſted me. — The Daughter pit. 
of a Turkish Bashaw fell in love with me too, 0; 


when I was Priſoner among the Infidels; ſhe veſlel 
offer'd to rob her Father of his Treaſure , and 
make her Eſcape with me; but I don't know how, 
my Time was not come, Hanging and Marriage, 

ou know, go by Deſtiny ; Fate has reſerv'd me 
for a Shropſhire Lady with twenty thouſand Pound 
— Do you know any ſuch Perſon, Madam: | 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb ! to be ſure a great Advice 
many Ladies of that Fortune wou'd be proud of ſcem 9 
the Name of Mrs. Brazen. oc has 

Braz. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there | 
are Women of very good Quality of the Name 


of Braxen. 


Enter Worthy. But he: 
Mel. O! Are you there, Gentleman? == muſt m 
Come, Captain; we'll walk this way, give me 
your Hand. | 
Brax. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at 
your Service— Mr. Worthy , your Servant , my 
Dear. Exit leading Melinda. 
Mor. Death and Fire, this is not to be born. 
Enter Plume. | 
Plume. No more it is, Faith. 
Wor. What? 
Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have 
been doubly ſerving the Queen, — raiſing Men, $i 
and raifing the Exciſe — Recruiting and Elections Brax. 
ate rare Friends to the Exciſe. | 4 Plume. 
Thor. You an't drunk. Brax. 
Plume. No, no; whimſical only, I cou'd be Dear 2 if 
| mighty 
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mighty fooliſn, and fancy my ſelf mighty witty; 
{Reaſon ſtill keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, 
that's all. 
Mor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick ? 
Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the 
Pit. 5 | 
Mor. There's your Play then, recover me that 
Veſſel from that Tangerine. | 
Plume. She's well rigg'd , but how is ſhe 
*mann'd ? 
Mor. By Captain Brazen that I told you of to 
Day; ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a firſt Rate, I 
can aſſure you; the ſheer'd off with him juſt now 
on purpoſe to affront me, but according to your 
at Advice I wou'd take no Notice, becauſe I wou'd 
ft ſeem to be above a Concern for her Behaviour; 
but have a care of a Quartel, 

re Plume. No, no, I never quatrel with any thin 

Sn my. Cups but an Oyſter Wench, or a Cook 
aid, and if they be'nt civil, I knock em down: 
But heark'e , my Friend, I'll make Love and I 
— muſt make Love. I tell you what, I'll make Love 
ne like a Platoon. 
* Wor. Platoon, how's that? 
Plume, I'll kneel , ſtoop and ſtand, Faith; moſt 
adics are gain'd by 8 
Wor. Here they come; Kult leave you. [ Exit. 
Plume. Soh! Now mult I look as ſober, and as 
flemeute as a Whore ar a Chriſtning. 

Enter Brazen and Melinda. # 

Brax. Who's that, Madam: 
Ael. A Brother Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, 
Pir. 
ons Brax. Ay !— my Dear. To ume, 
Plume. My Dcar. Run and Epfbrace. 
Brax. My dear Boy, how is't? Your Name, my 
Pear? if Ibe not miſtaken I haye ſeen your Face. 
| Plume. 
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Plume, J never ſee yours in my Life, my Deat 3 
— But there's a Face well known as the Sun i 7 
that ſhines on all, and is by all ador'd. * 

Brax. Have you any Pretenſions, Sit? „ 

Plume. Pretenſions. 

Brax. That is, Sit , have you ever ſerv'd 
Abroad? 4 

Plume. I have ſerv'd at Home, Sir, for ago % 
ſerv'd this cruel Fair— And that will ſerve the 
turn, Sir. = + 

Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, 1 
ſhall bring a fine ſpot of Work upon my Hand 
I ſee Worthy yonder —I cou'd be content to be 
Friends with him wou'd he come this way. 

Aſide. F... 

Brax. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir ? W 

Plume. No, Sir, but I'll have her notwith- Preſen 
ſtanding. | ? 

Thou Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian Plains , | 

Envy'd by Numphs , and worſhip'd by the Swains,” 
Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 1 
Plume. Prithee be quiet — I ſhall be out 

Behold how humbly does the Severn glide , 

To greet Thee Princeſs of the Severn ſide. f 

Braz. Don't mind him, Madam. — If he were 
not ſo well dreſt , I ſhou'd take him for a Poet. 
— But I'll thew the Difference preſently — Come, 
Madam, — we'll place you between us; and now 
the longeſt Sword carries her. Draw 

Mel. [ Shrie ling. | ; 


Enter Worthy. 4 

Oh! Mr. Wertby! fave me from theſe mad Men 

Ex. with Wo. 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow: * 

Sir, and fight the bold Ravither ? 5 

Brax. No, Sir, you are my Man. TD uty. 

Plume. I don't like the Wages, and I won't be /. 
your Man. Braz. 
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cart Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword, 
un ö Plume. No! pray what did it colt ? 
Brax. It coſt me twenty Piſtoles in France, and 
1 y Enemies thouſand of {lives in Flanders. 
Plume. Then they had a dear Bergain, 
d Enter Silvia in Man's Apparel. 
Sil. Save ye, fave ye, Gentlemen. 
. Brax. My dear! I'm yours. 
mme Piume. Do you know the Gentleman? 
Brax. No, but 1 will preſently. — Your Name, 
my dear. 
Sil. Wilful; Tack Wilful, at your Service. 
Brax. What, the Kentiſh Wilfuls, or thoſe of 
V- Staffordſhire ? 
ide. Sil. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the 
Wilfuls in Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at 
vith- prelent. 
Plume. Do you live in this Country, Sir ? 
Sil. Yes , Sir, Ilive where Iſtand; Ihave neither 
ome , Houſe, nor Habitation , beyond this 
Spot of Ground. N 
Brax. What are you, Sir? 
Sil. A Rake. 
Plume. li the Army, I preſume. 
Sil. No, but I intend to liſt immediately. — 


were 


Poet. Look'e Gentlemen, he that bids me faireſt has 
ome. I ne. | | | 

nod Brax. Sir, Tl! prefer you, I'll make you a 
raw. Corporal this Minute. 


Plume. Corporal! I'll make you my Companion, 

you ſhall eat with me. 

Brax. You ſhall drink with me. 

Wort Plume. You ſhall lie with me you young Rogue. 

ollow . L iſſes. 
Braz. You ſhall recieve your Pay, and do no 
Puty. 

on 'the Sl. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer. 

Br ak 1 Plume, 


Men 
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Plume. Pho, pho ! I'll do more than all this, 
Tl make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet 
for Serjeant. © 

Brax. Can you read and write, Sir? 

Sil. Ves. . 
Brax. Then your Buſineſs is done, — I'll make 
you Chaplain to the Regiment. 4 

Sil. Your Promiſes ate fo equal, that I'm at a 
loſs to chuſe; there is one Plume, that I hear ; 
much commended in Town, pray which of you 
is Captain Plume? | 
Plume. I am Captain Plume. 

Brax, No, no, I'm Captain Plume. 
Sil. Hey Day! | 1 
Plume. Captain Plume ! I'm your Servant, my dear. 
Brazen. Captain Brazen ! I am yours —the Fel- 8 


low dares not fight. 

Enter Kite, 7 
Rite. Sir, if you pleaſe — [Goes to whiſper Plume. 
Plume. No, no, there's your Captain. Captain; 

Plume, your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtaket 

me for you. e, 

Braz. He's an incortigible Sot.— Here, my 

Hector of Holbourn , forty Shillings for you. J 
Plume. IT forbid the Banes —= Look'e, Friend; 

you ſhall liſt with Captain Brazen, | 
Sil. I will ſee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt ; M, 

will liſt with Captain Plume, I am a Free-borigg 

Engliſh Man, and will be a Slave my own way —# 

Look'e, Sir, will youſtand by me? [To Brazeng 
Brax. I warrant you, my Lad. 4 
Sil. Then I will tell you Captain Brazen | Tag 

Plume.) that you are an iguorant, pretending? 

impudent Coxcomb. | 


a Sole 
bition 
Y » no 


Brax. Ay, ay, 4 ſad Dog. N Bs 
Sil. A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noblgge;hc 
Captain Plume. fightii 

8 


Plun 
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5, * Plume, Then you won't liſt with Captain 
Yer Brazen? 

Sil. I won't. 
Brax. Never mind him, Child, I'll end the 
Diſpute preſently. — Heark'e , my dear. 
* [ Takes Plume to one ſide of the Stage , and entertains 
| [him in dumb Show. 
Kite. Sir, he iu the plain Coat is Captain Plume, 
eat am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 
%% Sil. What! you are Serjeant Kite. 

Kite. At your Service. 

Sil. Then I wou'd not take your Oath for a 
Farthing. 
Kite. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age! 
Pray, Sir , let me look full in your Face. 
Tel. Sil. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my 
Face? 
Kite. The very Image of my Brother; two Bul- 


ake 


It a2 


ame. s of the ſame Caliver were never ſo like: Sure 
wwe & muſt be Charles, Charles — 
AKC! 


Sil. What dy'e mean by Charles! 

Kite. The Voice too, only a little variation in 

Fa ut flatt: My dear Brother, for I muſt call 
ſo , if you thou'd have the Fortune to enter 

o the => noble Society of the Sword, I be- 

Wak you for a Comrade. 

Fil. No, Sit, I'll be the Captain's Comrade , 

ny body's. 

te. Ambition there again! tis a noble Paſſion 

a Soldier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. 

Mbition! I ſce a Commiſſion in his Face already: 

y; noble Captain; give me leave to ſalute you. 

| | Offers to kiſs her. 

Fil. What, Men kiſs one another. 

Kite, We Officers do; tis our way; we live 

, nobliggerher like Man and Wife, always either kiſſing 


fighting: — But 1 ſee 4 Storm a coming. 


Plc 
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Sil. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your A urſe 
Captain, by your knocking down the other. Pl 
Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance » Sit 5 | fines 


Brax. How dare you contend for any thing 
and not dare to draw your Sword? But you aic; 
young Fellow, and have not been much abroad 
I excuſe that, but prithee reſign the Man, prithe 
do; you ate a very honeſt Fellow. 

Plume. Nou Lye; and you are a Son of a Who 8 
[ Draws and makes up to Brazen 
Brax. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to figb 


for the Lady?  - | | Retum 4 
Plume. I always do — But for a Man I'll tight 
Knee deep, ſo you Lye again. {| Plume and Braze ſe. 
fight a Traverſe or two about the Stage; Silvia dran .. 
who is held by Kite, who ſounds to Arms with he | 
Mouth [takes Silvia in his Arms and carries her q Bu 
the Stage. WE a Ons 8 " Ro / 
Braz. Hold, where's the Man? an. 
Plume. Gone. ts 5 | F * | 
Brax. Then what do we fight for? [ Puts up. 2 4 
Now let's embrace, my Dea. - 
Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. | P uttin a n 
up.] I ſuppoſe Nite bas liſted him by this tim eee 
„ 3 „ : Embrack d'Lrat 
Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fig 2% 
with a Man before J make him my Friend; ail Ro 
if once I find he will fight, I never quarrel will? 
him afterwards. = And now I'll tell you a Secte xt 
my dear Friend, That Lady we frighted out d ws 
the Walk juſt. now, 1. found in Bed this Morving,! . 
— So beautiful , Io inviting - preſently lock 
the Door — But Jam a Man of Honour — bh 
I believe I ſhall marry her nevertheleſs — HN 
twenty thouſand Pound, you know, will be Mos 
pretty Conventency——-I had an Aſſignation wilt 5 . 
her here , bur your coming ſpoil'd my Spot = þ 


Cutl 


ö 
* 
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ou Curſe you, my Dear; but don't do ſo agen — 
ba . +4 K 5 n > wv is. +< > 2 q 3 7 „ ba 
: Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my bu- 


neſs ar preſent. [ Exeunt. 


my | 714 ; 
Are; pM —————— 
Oad . ö . „„ — N 0 * " WE * * 3 — HS. | 
_ ID . HD TO TT SE PETIT; 
bon X 4 5 * 3 'Y 1 * 3 5 - tf 4 
% SCENE, The Walk continues. 

: *” 1 — 11 
. * ? 
hol " 


ir 


Wyſe Woe have you been, you great Booby ? 
W you ate always out of the way in the 


4 * i & ** 


h h time of Preterment. e 
here Bull. Preferment,! who ſhou'd prefer me? 
KRoſe., I wou'd prefer you; who, ſhou'd prefer a 
Man butia Woman? Come, throw, away that 
rear Club, hold up your Head, cock your Har , 
nd look big. 1 5 
e, body will 


* 


Bull. Ah Ruoſe ».. Ruoſe „I fear fo 


n ok big ſooner than Folk think of; This genteel 
tim Preeding never comes into the Country without, 
brad Traing of Followers. Here has been Cartwheel 
fie ur Sweetheart, hat will become of him: 
2 Roſe: Look te Im a great Waman and will 
wi Provide for: my Relations: — I told. the Captain 
dect ow finely he play'd upon the Taber and Pipe, ſo 
our Me has, ſet him. down for Drum, Major, 

ornin . Ball. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that 


lace for me? you kyow Lalways lov'd to be a 


= lrumming, if it were but on a Table, or on a 
— QAuart Pot, b l een, : 
I! be! 1 . = Enter Silvia. SHER 'p ; 
i Sil. Had I but a Commiſſion in my..Pocket » I 
coc ancy my Breeches: wou'd become me as, well as 


JJ tanting Fellow. af en al for. Lrake, a bold 
7 OY D 2 275 | ep - 
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Step, a rakilh Toſs, a ſmart Cock, and an 
impudent Air to be the principal Ingredients in ch 
the Compoſition of a Captain, == What's here? 

Roſe ! my Nurſe's Daughter! — I'll go and Pl 
practiſe Come , Child, kiſs me at once, [Kiſſes Mar 
Roſe. ] and her Brother tos! — Well honeſt Si 
Pungfork, do you know the difference between a ay; 
Horſe and Cart, and a Cart Horſe, ch? you: 
Bull. I preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, PI 
by your Cloaths and your Courage. yet. 


cr 


Sil. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be contented FF Sil 
to liſt, Friend ? : good 
Roſe. No, no, tho' your Worſhip be a handſome 2 P. 
Man, there be others as fine as you; my Brother 'F Sil 
is engag'd to Captain Plume, | P 
Sil. Plume! do you kuow Captain Plume? 8 
Roſe. Yes I do, and he knows me. — He took Ro 
the Ribbands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put em Pl, 


into my Shoes. — See there — I can aſſure you, 


that I can do ay thing with the Captain. I Ro) 
Bull. That is, in a modeſt way, Sir — Have a fome. 
Care what you ſay, Ruoſe, don't ſhame your Pa- PIA 
rentage. Pegin: 
Roſe. Nay , for that matter, I am not ſo ſimple R/ 
as to ſay, that I can do any ing with the Cap- Bul 
tain, but what I may do with any body elle. 2c M. 
Sil. So! And pray what do you expect from Sil. 
this Captain, Child? and: 
Roſe, I expect, Sir, ==] expet— But he id. 5 
order'd me to tell no body — But ſuppoſe that he Nſhioi 
ſhould promiſe to marry me? lun 
Sil. Lou ſhou'd have a Care, my dear, Men Pr th 
will promiſe any thing beforehand. Id oi 
Roſe. I know that, but he promis'd to marry 54¹ 
me afterwards. | Ind le 
Ball. Wauns , Ruoſe, what have you ſaid? ; 


Sil. Aﬀterwatds! after what? 


2 
8 
7 
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| Roe. After I had ſold my Chickens, ==1 hope 
11 V there's no harm in that. 
> 1 Enter Plume. 

\d Plume. What Mr. Wilful , ſo cloſe with my 

ſes Market Woman! 

t Sil. T'll try if he loves her- [ Aſide.] Cloſe, Sir, 

a Ray, and coker yet » Sir, — Come my pretty Maid, 
5 you and I will withdraw a little. 

n, Plume. No, no, Friend, I han't done with her 

pet. 

4 Sil. Nor have I begun with her, ſo I have as 

good a right as you have. 

Plume. Thou art a bloody impudent Fellow. 

Sil. Sir, I wou'd qualifie my {elf for the Service, 

Plume. Haſt thou really a mind to the Service 2 

Sil, Yes , Sir: So let her go. 

Roſe. Pray, Gentlemen, don't be ſo violent. 

Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice 

Will you belong to me, or to that Gentleman? 
"3 Roſe, Let me conſider, you're both very hand- 
"Wome. 
Plume. Now the natural inconſtancy of her Sex 
egins to work. 

Roſe. Pray, Sir, what will you give me? _ 
Bull. Don't be angry, Sir, that my Siſter ſhou'd 
e Mercenary, for ſhe's but young. 
Sil. Give thee, Child! — I'll ſet thee above 
Fandal; you ſhall have a Coach with Six before 
t be id Six behind, an Equipage to make Vice 
at he *S$(hionable , and put Vertue out of Countenance. 
Plume. Pho, that's cafily done; I'll do more 
pr thee, Child, I'll buy you a furbuloe Scarf, 
Ind give you a Ticket to ſee a * 
Bull. A Play, Wauns Ruoſe take the Ticket, 
d let's ſee the Show. 
Sil. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, III 
P iſt wich Captain Brazen this Minute. 
Roſe, | | D 3 Plume. 
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* Plume. Will ydu lift with" me fl [ give vp my | 


24 3» evo Þ 
Title: 2 


= 


Sil. J will, 

Plume. Take 5 ru 11 thang a Woman for 2 
Man at an time. 

Rofe. I have beard befote, indeed > chat you! 
Captains us'd to ſell your Men. 


ull, Pray, Captain, don't ſend Rivoſe” to the 


Veſt-Indies. 


Plume. Ha, ha, ha, V Veſt. Indies! No, bor | 


my honeſt Lad, give me thy Hand; nor 


Mrs. Roſe. 


the Captain wou'd? + 


Sil. J can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my | 
Circumſtances are not ſo good as the Captain 575 


bur I'll rake care of you, upon my Word. 


be == What wou'd you be? 


Bull. O! Sir! if you had not Promis d the 1 


Place of Drum- Major, — * 


Plume: Ay, that is promis Bar what chink 


you of Barrack-Maſter?' You are a Perſon of Un- 


derſtanding, and Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be. == 
But what's beconie of this ſame Cart. V Vheel you 


told me of, my Dear? 


Roſe. We I! 20 fetch him. — Come Brother 
Bartack- Maſter — We ſhall find you at Home, 


; [Ex Roſe and Bull. 
Plume. Yes, yes; 3 and now », Sir here are youth 


noble Captain. 


forty Shillihgs. 


Sil. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe" your IM Tn 
if I do ſerve, tis purely for Love — of that) 
Wench, T meati, —For. you muft -know , that 

among 


among 
Part of 
ou'd n 
Aſſur'd 
Purchaſ 
I muſt 
li 
an be 
pon 

hat I 

ndeed 


Ang kno 
nor ſhe ſhall movea Step farther than 15 his Poul is 


Gentleman is one of us, and will be kind to you, 


alter 


p | mpertir 
Roe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as. 


3 „ 
ompliſl 
Plume 
nds "> 


Swq of 
Plume. Ay, ay; we'll all take care of her; the 


ſhall live likea Princeſs, and her Brother here "(ball Ind you 


re the 
iſtteſs 


ecure 2 
ourt, 2 
en 
nd you 
ome Pe 
tratagen 

= Be d. 
ible, th 
lleaſure 
ble to | 

\ "ak. 

n Deba 
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among my other Sallies, I have ſpent the baſt 
part of my Fortune; in ſearch of a. Maid, and 
Ycou'd neyer find one hitherto ; ſo you may. be 
Faſluzy'd Fd ,ne'r ſell my Freedom under a leſs 
Purchaſe than I did my "Eſtate. — So. before. I iſt, 
[ muſk be cextify'd that this Girl-3s a Virgin. 
Plane, Mr. Wylfal ,*L canis teff Jon, how you 
an be certify'd in that Point, till you tr.; hut 
upon my Honour ſhe may be a. Veltal for ought 
hat I know to the contrar . — 1 gain d her Heart 
Fndeed by ſome; trifling reſents and Promiſes. 
nd knowing that the belt ſecurity for a Woman's 
s Poul is her Body ; I wou'd have made my ſelf 
Maſter of that too, had not the Jealouſie of my 
*Smpercinent Landlady interpos d. 
Sil. So you only Want an Opportunity for ac- 
*Fompliſhing your Deſigns upon her. 
Plume. Not at all, ] have already gain'd..my 
Ends, which were only the drawing in one or 
wa of her Followers. The Women you know 
Fre the Laodſtones every where; gain the Wives, 
Ind you are careſs'd by the, Husbands,; pleaſe the 
Miſtteſs, and you are valu'd by the Gallants.; 
cure an Intereſt with the fineſt Women at 
ourt , and you procute the Favour of the greateſt 
en---- So kiſs the prettieſt Country. Wenches, 
Ind you are ſure of - liſting the luſtieſt Fellows. 
Some People may call this Artifice, but I term. it 
S:cratagem , ſince it is ſo main a part of the Service. 
F-- Beſides , the Fatigue of Recruiting is fo, intole- 
Fable, that unleſs we cou'd make our. (elves. ſome: 
Pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou'd: 

ble to be bear it. Is 
Sil. Well, Sir, Lam ſatisfy'd ax to the Point 
n Debate; but now let me beg you, tg lay aſide 
our Recruiting Airs, put on the Man of Honour, 
11 N * * and 
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and tell me plainly what UſageI muſt expect when) 


I am under your Command ? 


Plume, You muſt know in the firſt place, then, 
that I hate to have Gentlemen in my Company; 
for they are always troubleſome and expenſive, 
ſometimes dangerous; and tis a conſtant Maxim} 
amoneſt us, that thoſe who know the leaſt , obey? 
the beſt. Notwithſtanding all this, I find ſo- 
mthing fo agreable about you, that engages me 
to court you Company; and I can't tell how it 
is, but 1 ſhou'd be uneaſy to ſee you under the 
command of any body elſe—— Your Uſage will: 
chiefly depend upon your Behaviour ; only this? 
ys muſt expect, that if you commit a ſmall; 

ault, I will excuſe it, if a great one, I'll diſcharge” 
you, for ſomthing tells me, I ſhall not be able 


to puniſh you. 


Sil. And ſomthing tells me that if you do 
diſcharge me, twill be the greateſt Puniſhment 
you can inflict; for were we this Moment to go 
upon the greateſt Dangers in your - Profeſſion , the) 
wou'd be leſs terrible to me, than to ſtay behind 
you— And now your Hand, this liſts me— And 


now you are my Captain. 


Plume. Your Friend. | Kiſſes her.] *$Sdeath !* 
there's ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. 

Sil. One Favour I muſt beg — This Affair will 
make {ome noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that 
wou'd cenſure my Conduct, if 1 threw my ſelf 
into the Circumſtance of a private Centinel of my 
own head —I muſt therefore take care to be 


impreſt by the Act of Parliament, you {hall leave N 


that to me. 


Plume. What you pleaſe as to that — Will you 
lodge at my Quarters in the mean time? You! 


ſhall ha ve part of my Bed. 


Sil. O fye! lye with a common Soldier | 
Wou'd 


Fault 
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Wou'd not you rather lie with a common Woman? 

Plume. No Faith, I'm not that Rake the World 
imagines; I have got an Air of Freedom, which 
People miſtake Lewdneſs in me , as they 
miſtake Formality in others for Religion — The 
World is all a Cheat; only I rake mine, which is 
undeſign'd , to be more excuſable than theirs which is 
hypocritical. I hurt no hody but my ſelf, and they 
abuſe all Mankind <= Will you lie with me ? 

Sil. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe; ſhe's 
to be my Bedfellowy, you know. 

Plume. 1 had forgot; pray be kind to her. 
| | Exeunt ſe verally. 

Enter Melinda and Lucy. 

Al. Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for 
a Woman to want a Confident: We are ſo weak, 
that we can do nothing without Aſſiſtance; and 
then a Secret racks us worſe than the Cholick — 
I am at this Minute fo fick of a Secret, that I'm 
ready to faint away — Help me Lucy. 

Lucy. Bleſs me, Madam! what's the Matter? 

Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover — If 
Silvia were in Town I could heartily forgive her 
Faults , for the eaſe of diſcovering my own. 

Luc. You're thoughtful , Madam; am not 1 
Worthy to know the Cauſe ? 

Mel. You are a Servant, and a Secret wou'd 
make you ſaucy. | 

Luc, Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a 
Cauſe, Madam. ; 

Mel Cauſe, or not cauſe, I muſt not loſe the 
Pleaſure of chiding when I pleaſe ; Women muſt, 
diſcharge their Vapours ſomewhete, and before 
we get Husbands , our Servants muſt expect to bear 
with 'em. 

Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raiſe me 
to a Degree above a Servant: You know my 
| D 5 Family , 
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Family, and that 500 l. would ſet me upon the 
foot of a Gentlewoman, and make me worthy 
the Confidence of any Lady in the Land; beſides, 
Madam, 'rwill extreamly encourage me in the 
great Deſign I now have in hand. | 

Mel. I don't find that your Deſign can be of any 
great advantage to you: Twill pleaſe me indeed 
in the Humour I have, of being reveng'd on the 
Fool for his Vanity of making Love to me; ſo I 
don't much care if I do promiſe you five hundred 
Pound upon my Day of Marriage. 

Luc. That is the way, Madam, to make me 


diligent in the Vocation of a Confident, which I 1 


think is generally to bring People together. 

Mel. O Lucy! I can hold my Secret no longer : 
You muſt know , that hearing of the famous 
Forrune-teller in Town, I went diſguis'd to ſatisfie 
a Curioſity, which has colt me dear, That Fel- 


low is certainly the Devil, or one of his Boſom 


Favourites ; he has told me the moſt ſurprizing 


things of my paſt Life — 


Luc. Things paſt , Madam, can hardly be 


reckon'd ſurprizing , becauſe we know them al- 


ready. Did he tell you any thing ſurprizing that 


Was to come? 
Ael. One thing very ſurprizing; he ſaid I 
thould die a Maid! 

Luc. Die a Maid ! Come into the World for 


nothing! — Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe 


him, it might come to pals; for the bare thought 
on't might kill one in Four and twenty Hours — 
And did you ask him any Queſtions about me? 
Mel, You! Why I paſs'd for you. 

Luc. So 'tis I that am to die a Maid - But 
the Devi! was a Lyar from the beginning ; he 
can't make me die a Maid ==] have put it out of 
his power already. 


Mel. | 


F 4 "Mel. 


nd cal. 
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Alel. I do but rn you, 
Ind call'd my ſelf Lucy; but he preſently toſd me 
ny Name, my Quality, my Fortune, and gave 
ne the whole Hiſtory of my Life —= He told me 
pf a Lover I had in this Country, and deſcrib'd 
Vorthy exactly, but in nothing ſo well as in his 
Preſent Indifference -- J fled to him for Refuge 
Pere to Day, he never ſo much as encourag'd me 
Jn my ＋ but coldly told me that he was 
*Forry for the Accident, becauſe it might give the 
Tow cauſe to cenſure my Conduct; excus'd his 
[ bot waiting on me Home, made me a careleſs 
Pow, and walk'd off: *Sdeath ! I cou'd have ſtab'd 
| him, or my lelt, twas the ſame thing--- Vonder 
he comes --- I will fo ule him! . 
Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the 
Fortune: teller told you; Men are ſcarce; and as 
Times go, it is not impoſſible for a Woman to 
Hie a Maid. _ _ 


A XX : FO. 


l © Enter Worthy. : 
e Mel. No matter. Pl „ 

Mor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ſtrike while 
the Iron is hot — You have a great deal of Courage, 
Madam, to venture into the Walks, where you 

ere ſo lately frighted. _ 

Mel. And you have a _ of Impudence to 
appear before me that you have lo lately affronted. 
3 Wor, Thad no deſign to affront. you, nor appear 
before you either, Madam: I left you here, 
Pecauſe I had buſineſs in another Place, and;came 


4 * 


> ither thinking to meet another Perſon. © 

Z Mel. Since you find your ſelf difappointed, I 
ut hope you'll with draw to another part of the Walk. 
he & Wor. The Walk is broad enough, for us both, 
of i They walk by one another, he with his Hat cockt, 


Wc fretting and tearing her Fan.], Will you pleaſe ro 
Hake Snuff, Madam? | He offers her his Box, ſhe 
=. ſtrikes 
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ſtrikes' it out of his Hand, while he is gathering it uy Sign tl 
Brazen takes her round the V Paſte , ſhe cuffs Ju. Kite be 
Enter Brazen. 
Brax. What, here before me, my Dear! 
Auel. What means this Inſolence 
Luc. Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Werthy! ws 
[ To Brazen, familia 
Bg#z. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind — Worthy! Plum 
Odlo! well turn'd — My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Rraw ( 
Fingers end — Madam, I ask your Pardon, ti here S 
our way abroad — Mr. Worthy you ate the happy 3 
Man. Huct — 
Wor. I don't envy your Happineſs very much, PH like 
if the Lady can afford no other ſort of Favours. lock b 
but what the has beſtowed upon you. — A 
Mel. TI am ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, for it Way. 
was defign'd for you, Mr. Worthy ; and be aſſur' d, 
tis the laſt and only Favour you muſt expect at 80 
my Hands — Captain, I ask your Pardon — — 
Exit with Lucy. 
Brax. I 2 it — You ſee, Mr. Worthy, 'twa K 
only a random Shot, it might have taken off yout. 
Head as well as mine: Courage, my Dear, 'ti 
the Fortune of War ; but the Enemy has thought 
fic to withdraw, I think. 


FT Kee. 


Wor. Withdraw! Oons, Sir! what dy'e mean 3 
by withdraw? ns 


Brax. I'll ſhew you. Exit. 
Wor. She's loſt, itrecoverably loſt, and Plume's 
Advice has ruin'd me! S'death! why ſhould 1, 
that knew ner yr, a Spirit, be rul'd by a Man 
that's a Stranger to her Pride. 
Enter Plume. | 
Plume. Ha, ha, ha! a Batte} Royal? Don't 
frown ſo, Man; ſhe's your own I tell you; I ſaw f 
the Fury of her Love in the Extremity of het © 


Paſſion: The Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain 1 
| Sigu ET 


aturn 2 
erjcant 
Lie the 


Plume 


Kite. 
ready ; 
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* Sign that ſhe loves you to Madueſs, That Rogue 
Kite began the Bartel with abundance of Conduct, 
and will bring you off victorious, my Life on't; 
Ihe plays his part admirably, the's ro be with him 
Hagain preſently. 

$ Wor. But what cou'd be the meaning of Braxen's 
| Familiarity with her? 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to 
raw Conſequences from the Actions of Fools: 
There's no arguing by the Rules of Reaſon upon a 
pPcience without Principles; and ſuch is their Con- 
luct — Whim , unaccountable Whim hurrys em 
pn, like a Man drunk with Brandy before ten a- 


1 | | . 

« Flock in the Morning — But we loſe our Sport 
. Nite has open'd above an Hour ago, let's 

it Way. 

< 


a SCENE, «a Chamber, a Table 
| with Books aud Globes. 


40 

as Kite diſgnisd in a ſtrange Habit 
ut. | ſitting at the Table. 

tis 

ht 


Kite. [Riſeng.) By the Poſition of the Heavens, 

Fain'd from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial 
zlobes, I find that Luna was a Tyde- waiter , Sol 
© Surveyor, Mercury a Thief, Venus a Whore, 
„ Watwrn an Alderman, Jupiter a Rake, and Mars a 
[ erjeant of Granadeers; and this is the Syſtem of 

ite the Conyurer. 
Enter Plume and Worthy, 

Plume. Well, what Succeſs? 
Kite. I have ſent away a Shoomaker and a Taylor 


0% = 
* ready; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and 
her e other a Major of Dragoons — I am to manage 
ain em at Night — Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. 
'orthy ? Wor, 
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Hor. Ay, but it won't do — Have you flew! 1 
her her Name that I tore off from the bottom d 


the Letter ? 


Kite. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 


Plume. What Letter? 


Wor. One that I wou'd not let you ſee, for fea yo fro 


that you ſhou'd break Windows in good carneſt, 


[ Knocking at the Doc 

Kite, Officers to your Poſts. ¶ Exeunt Plume an. © 
Worthy, ? 

| Servant opens the Dos 


Mind the Door, 
Enter a Smith. 


Smith. Well, Maſter , are you the Cunnin while. 


Man? 


Kite. I am the Learned Copernicus. * 
Smith, Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor Man, ; 
and I can't afford above a Shilling for my Fortune. 


Kite. Perhaps that is more than 'tis worth. 

Smith. Look ye, Doctor, let me have ſomethin 
that's good for my Shilling, ot I'll have my Mone 
again. 


Kite. If there be Faith in the Stars, you {ha 


have your Shilling forty. fold =— Your Hand 
Countryman, you're by Trade a Smith. 


Smith. How the Devil ſhou'd you know that! 


Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you are Brothe 
Tradeſmen —— You were born under Forceps, 
Smith, Forceps , what's that? 


Kite, One of the Signs: There's Leo, Sapittariu 
Forceps, Furns , Dixmude , Namur, Bruſſels , Chai: 


leroy, and fo forth — Twelve of 'em Let n 


ſee--- Did you ever make any Bombs or Cannou! 


Bullets ? 
Smith, Not I. 


Kite. You either have, or will == The Stat 
have decrecd that you ſhall be ] muſt have mo! 


Money, Sir === Your Fortune's great, 


5 mii 
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Smith, Faith, Doctor, I have no more. 
Kite. O, Sir, I'll truſt you, and take it out of 
out Arreats. 
Smith. Arrears! what Arrears? 
Kite. The Five Hundred Pound that's owing to 
Fon from the Government» 
Smith. Owing me! 
Kite. Owing you, —Let me fee your rother 
and —I beg your Pardon, it will be owing to 
Fou: And the Rogue of an Agent will demand 
ifty per Cent, for a Fortnight's Advance. | 
Smith. I'm in the Clouds, Dector, all this 
in Fyhile. 
Kite. Sir, 1 am above em, among the Stars — 
In two Years, three Months, and two Hours, 
an, ou will be made Captain of the Forges to the 
ze, Grand Train of Artillery, and will have Ten Shil— 
Bings a Day, and two Servants — "Tis the Decree 
ir of the Stars, and of the Fix'd Stars, that are as 
nc @mmoveable as your Anvil — Strike, Sir, while 
the Iron is hot — Fly, Sir, be gone. 
hat Smith. What! what wou'd you have me do, 
d Poctor? 1 wilh the Stars wou'd put me in a way 
or this fine Place. 
Kite, The Stars do — Let me ſee — Ay, about 
in Hour hence walk carelefly into the Market- place, 
nd you'll ſee a tall lender Centleman cheapning a 
enny-worth of Apples, with a Cane hanging upon 
i Wis Button — This Gentleman will ask you what's 
he -- clock --- He's your Man, and the Maker of 
t our Fortune --- Follow him, follow ; --- And now 
n go Home, and take leave of your Wife and 
Thildren; an Hour hence exactly is your time. 
Smith, A tall lender Gentleman, you (ay, with 
Cane! Pray what fort of a Head has the Cane? 
Kite, An Amber Head with a black Ribband. 
Smith. And pray of what Employment is the 
entleman ? Kite. 
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Kite, Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of 


; . ox bo t 

the Exciſe, or a Plenipotentiary , or a Captain of? 2 
Granadeers — ] can't tell exactly which, but he'll eicher 
call you honeſt — your Name is But. 
Smith. Thomas. N Kite 
Kite. He'll call you honeſt Tom. ments 
Smith. But how the Devil ſhou'd he know m/ p an 
Name ? | Ferity 
Kite. O there are ſeveral forts of Toms = Ton eg or 


o* Lincoln, Tom tit, Tom Tell-troth, Tom a Bedlay, But. 
and Tom Fool — Be gone — An hour hence pre. nean 
ciſely. | Knocking at the Door Kite. 

Smith. You ſay , he'll alk me what's a- clock era! 

Rite. Moſt certainly == And you'll anſwer you owly. 
don't know And be ſure you look at St. Aar) I Bir. 
Dial; for the Sun won't ſhine, and if it thou'd} Poor 


ou won't be able te tell the Figures. Kite. 
Smith. Iwill, I will. [Exit. Patience 
Plume, Well done, Conjurer, go on and prob Abſence. 
per. Behind J But. B 
Nite. As you were. | orſhip 
Enter a Butcher. J Kite. * 
What my old Friend Pluck the Butcher , —1 of But. P 
fer'd the ſutly Bull-dog five Guineas this Mor. Kite. ! 
ning, and he refus'd it. | Aſidt. Yo you t 
But. So, Mr. Conjurer, here's half a Crows ars owe 
And now you mult underſtand —- n thei: 
Kite. Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs be: brter to 
forehand | un com 
But. You're deviliſh cunning then, for I dont But. De 
well know it my elf. ; e Stars 
ite, I know more than you, Friend — Youſhce you 
have a fooliſh Saying that ſuch a one knows noIE.Croy 
more than the Man inthe Moon: I tell you the MaiFpry, 
inthe Moon knows more than all the Men under theYKte, I, 
Sun: Don't the Moon ſee all the World: ere has | 
But, All the World ſees the Moon I muſt con- this ye 


feſs. Kite, 
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Nite. Then ſhe muſt ſee all the World, that's 

certain — Give me your Hand —— You're by Trade 

either a Butcher er a Surgeon. 

But. True, I am a Butcher. 

Kite, And a Surgeon you will be; the Employ- 
ments differ only in the Name — He that can cut 

ny up an Ox may diſſect a Man, and the ſame Dex- 

| | Feerity that cracks a Marrow- bone, will cut off a 

n Leg or an Arm. | 

But. What d'ye mean, Doctor, what d'ye 

de. mean? 

or Kite. Patience, patience, Mr. Sutgeon- Ge- 

K Hheral ; the Stars are great Bodies, and move 

o Mlowly. 

Bat. But what d'ye mean by Surgeon-General , 

d Poor : 

Kite. Nay , Sir, if your Worſhip won't have 
x Patience, I muſt beg the Favour of your Worſhip's 
'ol- Ablence. 
ind, 4 — My Worſhip ! my Worſhip ! But why my 

orſhip? 
8 then, I have done. 

ot But. Pray, Doctor 
or. Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir ! [| Riſes in @ Paſſion.] 
:de. Yo you think the Stars will be hurry'd? Do the 
i Fars owe you any Money, Sir, that you dare to 

n their Lordſhips at this rate? — Sir, I am 
be prter to the Stars, and I am order'd to let no 
un come near their Doors. 
on! But. Dear Doctor, I never had any dealing with 
e Stats, they don't owe me a Penny — But 
Y ouFice you are their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this 
n alf. Crown to drink their Healths, and don't be 
Man Pry. : . 
the Kite. Let me ſee your Hand then once more — 
ere has been Gold — Five Guincas, my Friend, 
cone this very Hand this Morning. 
| | E But. 
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But. Nay, then he is the Devil — Pray, Dor 
rot „ were you born of a Womar , or di 


you come into the World of your own Head ? 
Kite. That's a Secret == This Gold was offer 
you by a proper handſome 1 „ call'd Hawk, « ! 
Buzzard , ot — 
But. Kite you mean. | | 
Kite. Ay, ay, Kite. | 
bard. The impudent Raſcal wou'd have deco) 
me for a Soldier. 
Kite. A Soldier ! 
Soldier“ Your Mother has an Hundred ma 
in hard Money, lying at this Minute in 


Place. 

But. Oons ! and ſo ſhe has, but very few kno 
ſo much. 

Kite, I know it, and that Rogue, what' s ht 
Name, Kite knew it, and offer'd you five Gu; 
neas to liſt, becauſe he knew your poor Moth: 
wou'd give the Hundred for your Diſcharge. 

But. There's a Dog now — 'Sfleth , Do 
tor, I'll give you t'other Half. Crown, and t: 
me that this ſame Kue will be hang d. 


Kite. He's in as wuch danger as any Man ind 


County of Salop. 
But. There's 

the Surgeon General all this while. 
Kite. You put the Stars in a Paſhon. 


[ Looks on hir Bool : 
But now they are pacify d agen Let me ſee, d 
F you 
Pe ſtar 
Bud a 


you never cut off a Man's Leg? 
But. No. 


Kite. Recollect pray. 5 
But. 1 ſay no. 


Kite. That's ſtrange, wonderful 1 ; bll 


no 


a Man of your Subſtance for 


your Fee — But you have foro | 


hothing 


Have I 
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Mothing is ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes 
have I ſeen — The Second, or Third, ay, * 
Third Campaign that you make in Flanders, the 
er“ Weg of a gteat Officer will be ſhattet'd by a great 
„% Phot; you will be there accidentally , and with 
your Cleaver chop off the Limb at a Blow: In 
ort, the Operation will be perform'd with 
Jo much Dexterity , that with general Applaule 
Hi ou will be made Surgeon-General of the whole 
O Army. 
But. Nay, for the matter of cutting off a Limb, 
or W'll do't, I'll do't with any Surgeon in Europe; 
Ou put I have no Thoughts of making a Cam- 
i Paign. 
th Kee. You have no Thoughts! what's matter 
For your Thoughts, the Stars have decreed it, and 
.noFou muſt go. 
But. The Stars deerce it! Oons, Sit; the Juſti- 
s H Fes can't preſs me. 
G Kite. Nay , Friend , *cis none of my Buſi- 
oth: Heſs, I have done; only mind this, you'll know 
Snore an Hour and Half hence, that's all. Fare- 
oel. 
But. Hold, hold, Doctor: Surgeon-General : 
hat is the Place worth, pray? 
Kite. Five hundred Pounds a Year , beſides Gui- 
Peas for Claps. 
org But. Five: hundred Pounds a Year ! — An Hour 
nd a half hence you ſay ? BL, 
Kite. Prithee Friend be quiet , don't be crouble- 
m; here's fach a Work to make a Booby But- 
d her accept of five hundred Pound a Year — But 
F you muſt hear it, I'll tell you in ſhort, you'll 
pe ſtanding in your Stall an Hour and Half hence, 
nd a Gentleman will come by with a Snuff box 
b his Hand, and the tip of his Handkerchicf hau- 
; lR'vg our of his right Pocket; he'll aſk you the 
no E 2 Price 
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Price of a Loin of Veal , and at the fame time 
ſtroak your great Dog upon the Head, and cal 
him Chopper. | 

But. Mercy on us! Chopper is the Dog's N. 


Kite. 
en ir 
airs of 
ith m 


me. : s Mel. 
Kite, Look'e there — What I ſay is ttue Account 
things that are to come muſt come to pals Kite 
Get you Home, ſell off your Stock, don't miu able ; 
the whining and the ding of your Mother anf IZA. 
your Siſter — Women always hinder Prefermen It's * 
— make what Money you can, and follow thy? Kite 
Gentleman, his Name begins with a P. - Mi e * 
that — There will be the Barber's Daughter too] Ae. 
that you promis'd Marriage to — ſhe will be pulliq at bec 
and halling you to pieces It of 1 
But. What! Know Sally too? He's the Devil] me 
and he needs muſt go that the Devil drives. | Going}? Kite, 
The tip of his Handkerchief out of his left Pod Is donc 
ker, Ja. 


Kite, No, no, his right Pocket, if it be thi: 
Left, tis none of the Man. | 
But. Well, well, I'll mind him. [ Exit. 
Plume. The right Pocket, you ſay ? | 
Behind with his Pocket-Book® 
Kite, I hear the ruſtling of Silks. | Knocking. 
Fly, Sir, *tis Madam Melinda, k 
Enter Melinda and Lucy. 
Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. b 
Mel. Don't trouble your ſelf, we ſhan't ſtay 
Doctor. ; , Ma 
Kite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer tha 
you imagine. 
Mel. For what? " 
Kite. For a Hulband — For your part, Madamy 
you won't ſtay for a Huſband, [ To Lucy 
Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with che 
Stars, or the Devil? 
Kite. 


oy 


US - 


hy, 
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MY Kite, With both; when I have the Deſtiniys of 
al en in ſearch, I conſult the Stars; when the Af- 
airs of Women come under my Hands, I adviſe 
brich my r'other Friend. 
$ Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my 
ccount ? | 
Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now under the 
Jable. 
Luc. O Heavens protect us! Dear Madam , 
t's be gone. 
Kite, If you be afraid of him, why do you co- 
e to conſult him? | 
Mel. Don't fear, Fool. Do you think, Sir, 
at becauſe I am a Woman, I'm to be fool'd 
t of my Reaſon, or frighied out of my Senſes? 
vil me, ſhew me this Devil, 
Kite. He's a little buſie at preſent, but when he 
done he ſhall wait on you. 
Ael. What is he doing ? 
Kite. Writing your Name in his Pocket- 
ok, 
iel. Ha, ha ! my Name ! Pray what have 
or he to do with my Name ? 
ite, Look'e fair Lady —— The Devil is a very 
Ipdeſt Perſon, he ſecks no Body unleſs they ſeek 
In firſt; he's chain'd up like a Maſtiff, and 
't {tir unleſs he be let looſe. — You come to 
wm to have your Fortune told — Do you think, 
adam, that I can anſwer you of my own Head? 
$, Madam, the Affairs of Women are ſo irre- 
c char, that nothing leſs than the Devil can give 
account of them. Now to convince you of 
r Incredulity , I'll ſhew you a Trial of my 
Wl. — Here you Cacodemo del Plumo Exert 
Vr Power, draw me this Lady's Name, the 
h ther Melinda in proper Letters and Characters of 
own Hand Writing — do it at three Motiens, 
E 3 | — one 
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— one, WO — three — tis done Ael. 
Now , Madam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Mad Kite. 
to fetch it ? Morro 
Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. | man, 
Atl. My Name in my own Hand Writing} being d 


that wou'd be convincing indeed. \broad 
Kite. Secing's believing. Goes to the Table, li JYour F 
up the Carpet. Here Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give mg Hatrel, 
the Bone, Sirrah. There's your Name upon thaf if the C 
ſquare piece of Papier, behold —— if he 0 
Mel. Tis wonderful! my very Letters to } Mel. 
tittle. | Kite. 
Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not i Lover; 
like your Hand neither; and now look neater, if Fery gre 
not like your Hand at all. Axel. 
Kite. Here's a Chamber-maid now will out- . Kite. 
the Devil! | omal 
Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſhan't impoſe upof Fool. 
us; People can't remember their Hands no moi Mel. 
than they can their Faces. —= Come, Madam, Kite. 


us be certain, write your Name upon this Pape? hrough 
then we'll compare the two Names. s Mel, 


i [ Takes out a Paper and folds iþ $9 any 
Kite. Any thing for your Satisfaction, MadaſY Luc. 
— here's Pen and Ink, [Melinda writes, Lud Nite. 


bolds the Pape" Ie 


Lucy. Let me ſee it, Madam, tis the ſame I mult « 
the very ſame — But I'll ſecure one Copy for n Luc, 
own Affairs. [AY Kite. 

Mel. This is Demonſtration. 

Kite. Tis ſo, Madam — The word Demonſtr} 
tion comes from Demon the Father of Lyes. Kite. 


Mel. Well, Doctor, I am convinc'd; and noi 
pray, what account can you give me of my futuſ 
fortune? | 

Kite. Before the Sun has made one Courſe rou!f 


this carthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix'd td 
Happineſs or Miſery. 8 Me 


y to | 
iement 
Wor. 
at ev 


uit be 
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—Ael. What! So near the Criſis of my Fate! 

ad Kite. Let me ſee — About the Hour of Ten to 
Morrow Morning you will be ſaluted by a Gentle- 
Iman, who will come to take his Leave of you, 
being deſign'd for Travel; his Intention of going 

Abroad is ſudden, and the Occaſion a Woman. 
Wour Fortune and his are like the Bullet and the 
Barrel, one runs plump into the other. — In ſhort, 
if the Gentleman travels, he will die Abroad, and 
$f he does you will die before he comes Home 

Mel. What ſort of Man is he? | 
Kite, Madam , he's a fine Gentleman , and a 

Lover ; that is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a 
| Fcry great Fool. 

Mel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam —— becauſe it is fo == A 
Woman's Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a 
Fool. 
$ Mel, Ten a Clock you ſay. 

Kite, Ten— about the Hour of Tea-drinking 
hroughout the Kingdom. 1 

Mel. Here Doctor. | Gives Money.) Lucy , have 
{5 ou any Queſtions to ask? | 
dad Iuc. Oh, Madam! a thouſand. 

Lud Kite. I muſt beg your Patience till another time, 
pr J expe&t more Company this Minute; beſides 
28 muſt diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 
r nf} Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt ! 

Kite. Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 
7 Ex. Melinda and Lucy. 
1. Enter Worthy and Plume. 

Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to wiſn me 
y to Day, I hope to be able to return the Com- 
ement to Morrow. 

Vor. I'll make it the beſt Complement to you 
at ever I made in my Life, if you do; but J 
d {uit be a Traveller, you ſay. | 

Mr E 4 Ke, 


72 The Recruiting Officer. 
Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel, | Y Bra 


I preſume, Sir. of Lo 
Plume. That we have concerted already. the V 
[ Knocking hard. Bank 
Hey day! you don't profeſs Midwifry , Doc} Kit. 
tor. | no D: 
Kite. Away to your Ambuſcade. i Bra 
[ Exeunt Plume and Worthy, they 
Enter Brazen, {1 
Brax. Your Servant, Servant, my Dear? { Take 
Kite, Stand oft, I have my Familiar already. Þ me c 
Brax. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear? this ! 
Kite, Yes , my Dear, but mine is a peaceable] tion c 
Spirit , and hates Gunpowder , thus I fortif Bra 
my ſelf , [Draws 4 Circle round him.] And] | Puts 
now , Captain, have a care how you force mj] } Doct 
Lines. Nati; 
Braz. Lines: what doſt talk of Lines ! you 1 ſuc 
have ſomething like a Fiſhing Rod there, in of th 
deed ; but I come to be acquainted with you; 4 Aſtro 
Man — what's your Name, my Dear ? \ 
Kite. Conundrum. * Wi 
Brax. Conundrum ! Rat me, I knew a famous } let n 
Doctor in London of your Name — where wer] open 
you born? N P 
Kite, I was born in Algebra. Lette 


Brax. Algebra! tis no Country in Chriſtendom} 4 1s ot 
I'm (ure, unleſs it be ſome place in the Highlands] N 


in Scotland, By a 

Kite. Right - told you I was bewitch'd. 3 
Brax. So am I, my Dear, I am going to be- W 
marry'd — I have had two Letters from a Lady] Cha 
of Fortune that loves me to Madneſs , Fits , ? P 


Cholick , Spleen, and Vapours — Shall I marry} dray 


her in four and twenty Hours, ay or no? tis 
Kite. I muſt have the Year and Day of thefY WW 
Month when theſe Letters were dated. 1 gave 


Bar| 


* : 
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Brax. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear 
of Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of 


the Month, do you think Billet - Doux are like 


Bank - Bills ? 
Kite. They are not ſo good — but if they bear 


no Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 


Brax. Contents! that you ſhall , old Boy, here 


| | they be both. 


Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe. 


* [Takes the Letter. | Nowy, Sir, if you pleaſe to let 
me conſult my Books for a Minute, I'll ſend 
this Letter inclos'd to you, with the Determina- 
tion of the Stars upon it, to your Lodgings. 


Brax. With all my Heart I muſt give him 


1 [ Puts his Hand in his Pocęt.] Algebra ! J fancy 
Doctor, tis hard to calculate the Place of your 
Nativity — here. | Gives him Aoney.] And if 
1 1 ſucced, I'll build a Watch-Tower upon the top 


in.] of the higheſt Mountain in Wales for the Study of 


| Aſtrology , aud the Benefit of Conundrums, | Exit, 


Enter Plume and Worthy. 
Wor. O Doctor! that Letter's worth a Million, 


let me ſec it, and now I have it, I'm aftaid to 
open it. 


Plume, Pho ! let me ſee it! [ Opening the 


N Letter, ] If ſhe be a Jilt ! — damn her, ſhe 


is one — there's her Name at the bottom on't. 
Wor. How ! then I'll travel in good earneſt 


| By all my hopes, tis Lucy's Hand. 


Plume. Lucy's, 

Wor. Certainly —='tis-no more like Melinda's 
Character than black is to white. 

Plume. Then 'tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to 
draw in Brazen for a Husbaud But are you ſure 
tis not Melinda's Hand? 

Wor. You ſhall ſee ; where's the bit of Paper I 
gave you juſt now, that the Devil writ Melinda upon? 
E 5 Kite. 
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Kite, Here, Sir. 
Plume. Tis plain they're not the ſame; and is 


this the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the | 


Letter , which made Mr. Ballance ſend his Daugh- 
ter into the Country. 


Wor. The very ſame , the other Fragments I Þ 


ſhew'd you juſt now. 


Plume. But 'twas batbarous to conceal this fo 


long, aud to continue me ſo many Hours in 
the. pernicious Hereſie of believing that Angelick 
Creature cou'd change: Poor Silvia ! 

Mor. Rich Silvia you mean, and poor Captain, 
ha, ha, ha, - Come, come, Friend, Melinda 
is ttue, and ſhall be mine; Silvia is conſtant, and 
may be yours. | 

Plume. No , ſhe's above my bopes —— but 
for her ſake I'll recant my Opinion of her Sex. 


By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 
Light harmleſs Cenſure , ſuch as yours and mine 8 
Sallies of Wit, and Vapours of our Wine. 
Others the Tuſtice of the Sex condemn , J 
Aud wanting Merit to create Eſteem , 
11/%u'd hide their own Defects by cens'ring them. 
But they ſecure in their all-conqu'ring Charms 
Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms. 
He Moagniftes their Conqueſts who complains , 
For none wou'd ſtruggle were they not in Chains. 

| Exeunt. 
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2 


A 
S CEN E, Juſtice Ballance's Houſe, 


Euter Ballance and Scale. 


Scale. 


| Is tis not to be born, Mr. Balance. 


Ball. Look e, Mr. Scale, for my own part I 
ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of 


the Army , they expoſe their Lives to ſo many 


Dangers for us Abroad , that we may give them 
ſome Grains of Allowance at Home. 

Scale, Allowance ! This poor Girl's Father is my 
Tenant, and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurſt a 
Child for you— Shall they debauch our Daughters 
to our Faces? 

Ball. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for 
the Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhou'd have 
French Dragons among us , that would leave us 
neither Liberty, Property, Wives, nor Daughters. 
— Come, Mr. Scale, the Gentlemen are vigorous 
and warm, and may they continue fo; the ſame 
Heat that ſtirs them up to Love, ſpurs them on to 
Battel : You never knew a great General in your 
Life, chat did not love a Whore, This I only 
ſpeak in reference to Captain Plume =— for the 
other Spark I know nothing of. 

Scale. Nor can I hear of any Body that do's == 


Oh here they come! 


Enter Silvia , Bullock, Roſe , Priſoners ; Conſtable 
and Mob, 


Conſt. May it pleaſe Your Worſhips, we took 
them in the very Act, re infecta, Sir — The 


Gentle- 
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Gentleman Indeed behav'd himſelf like a Gentle- 
man; for he drew his Sword and ſwore , and 
afterwards laid it down and ſaid nothing. 

Ball. Give the Gentleman his — again 
Wait you without. [ Ex. Conſtable and Watch.] I'm 
ſorry , Sir, [ To Silvia ] to know a Gentleman upon 
ſuch Terms, that the Occaſion of our meeting 
ſhou'd prevent the ſatisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Sil. Sir, you need make no — for your 
Warrant, no more than I ſhall do for my Be- 
haviour — My Innocence is upon an equal foot 
with your Authority. | 

Scale. Innocence? have not you ſeduc'd that 
young Maid? 

Sil. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 

Bull. So ſhe did I'll {wear— for ſhe propos'd 
Marriage firſt. 

Ball. What, then you are matrry'd, Child? 

[ To Role. 

Roſe. Yes, Sit, to my Sorrow. 

Ball. Who was Winels? 

Bull. That was ] danc'd threw the Stocking, 
and ſpoke Jokes by their hed- ſide, I'm ſure. 
Ball. Who was the Miniſter ? 

Bull. Miniſter ! we are Soldiers , and want no 
Miniſter — They were marry'd by the Articles of 
War. 

Ball. Hold thy prating, Fool — Your Appearance, 
Sir, promiſes ſome Underſtanding ; pray what does 
this Fellow mean? 

Sil. He means Marriage, I think —but that 
you know is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two 
People under the Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome 
make it a Sacrament , others a Convenience, and 
others make it a Jeſt ; but among Soldiers tis moſt 
facred — Our Sword you know 1s our Honour, that 
we lay down == The Hero jumps over it * 
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and the Amazon after — Leap Rogue, follow 

Whore — The Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo to Bed; 

that's all; the S is cbnciſe. 

Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of 
paſtime, and Prodigality —= 

Baf. What! are you a Soldier ? 

Bull. Ay, that I am — Will your Worſhip lend 
me your Cane, and I'll ſhew you how I can 
exerciſe. 

Ball. Take it. 2 him over Head.) Pray, 
Sir, what Commiſſion may your bear > [To Silvia. 

Silv. I'm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffe- 
men, Drawers, Whores, and Groom porters in 
London; for I wear a Red Coat, a Sword, a Hat 
| bien trouſſe, a Martial Twiſt in my Cravat, a fierce 
| Knot in my Perriwig , a Cane upon my Button, 
! Piquet in my Head, and Dice in my Pocket, 
Scale. Your Name; pray Sir. | 
Sil. Capt. Pinch: 1 cock my Hat with a Finch, 
I take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores with 
2 Pinch. In ſhort, I can do any thing ata Pinch, 
but fight and fill my Belly. 

Ball. And pray, Sir, what brought you into 

| Shropſhire ? 

* Silv, A Pinch, Sir: I knew you Country Gentle- 

men want Wit, and you know that we Town 

Gentlemen want Money. and fo =— 

Ball. I underſtand you, Sir — Here, Conſtable == 

Enter Conſtable, 

Take this Gentleman into Cuſtody till farther 
Orders. 

Roſe. Pray your Worſhip don't be uncivil to him, 
for he did me no hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs 
Man in the World, for all he talks ſo. 

Scale, Come, come, Child, I'll take care of 


ou, 
Sil. What, Gentlemen! rob me of my * 
an 
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and my Wife at once! Tis the firſt time they ever 
went together. | 

Ball. Hear'ke, Conſtable. [ Whiſpers him. 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, Stir — Come along, Sir, 

{ Exeunt Conſt. Bullock and Silvia. 

Ball, Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark 


preſently. ; [ Ex. 
SCENE, Mclinda's Apartment. 


Euter Melinda and Worthy. 


Mel. So far the Prediction is right, 'tis Ten 
exactly, [ eAſtde, 
And pray, Sir, how long have you been in this 
travelling Humour ? 

Mor. Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid 
what diſturbs our Quiet. 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is 
more natural, may be the occaſion of it. 

: Wor. To be fure, Madam, there muſt be Charms 
in Variety , elſe neither you nor 1 ſhou'd be ſo 
— 1 | 

Mel. You miſtake , Mr. Worthy, I am not fo 

fond of Variety, as to travel for't; nor do I think 
it Prudence in you to run your ſelf into a certain 
Expence and Danger , in hopes of precarious Plea- 
ſnares, which at beſt never anſwer Expectation; as 
tis evident from rhe Example-of moſt Travellers, 
that long more to teturn to their own Country, 
than they did to go Abroad. | 
Mor. What Pleaſure I may receive Abroad is in- 
deed uncertain; but this 1 am ſure of, I fhall meet 
with leſs Cruelty among the moſt barbarous of Na- 
tions, than 1 have found at Home. 

Mel. Come, Sir , you and. I have been jang- 
ling a great while; I fancy if we made up our 
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Accounts, we ſhou'd the ſooner come to an A- 
greement. | th | 
Mor Sure , Madam, you won't diſpute your 
being in my Debt — My Fears , Sighs , Vows, 
Promiſes, Aſſliduities, Anxieties , Jealouſies, 
have run on for a whole Year , without any 
Payment. | 
Mel. A Year ! Oh Mr. Worthy ! what you owe 
to me is not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servi- 
tude : How did you uſe me the Year before, 
when taking the Advantage of my Innocence and 


Neceſſity, you wou'd have made me your Miſtreſs, 
that is, your Slave — Remember the wicked In- 


ber, Madam, that 


ſinuations, artful baits , deceitfol Arguments, cuu- 
ning Pretences z then your impudent Behaviour, 
looſe Expreſſions , familiar Letters „ zude Viſits; 
Remember thofe , thoſe Mr. Worthy | 
or. I do remember, and am ſotry 1 made no 
better uſe of 'em. | Aſide. } But you may remeny+ - 
Mel. Sir, I'll remember. nothing Tias your 
Intereſt that I ſhou'd' forget: You 1 been bar- 
barous to me, I have been cruel. to you; put that 
and that together, and let one ballance the athet 


Now it you will begin upon a new Score, lay 


aſide your adventuring Airs, and behave your 
ſelf handſomely till Lent be over, here's my 
Hand , I'll uſe you as a: Gentleman ſhou'd be. 
Wor. And if I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman 
ſhou'd be, may this be my Poiſon, 1800 
[ Kiſſing ber Hand. 
Enter 4 Servant. 5 
Serv. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 
Mel. I am going to Mr. Ballance's Country 
Houſe to ſee my Couſin Silvia; I have done her an 
carl „and can't be caſie till I haye alk'd her 
ardon, | | 


. Wor, 
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Wor. I date not hope for the Honour of waiting 
on you. 

Mel. My Coach is full; but if you will be ſo 
gallant as to mount your own Horſes and follow 
us, we {hall be glad to be overtaken ; and if you 
bog Captain Plume with you, we ſhan't have the 

e 


worſe Reception. 
Wor. I'll endeavour it. | Exit leading Melinda. 


SCENE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Kite. 

Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, and a 
Butcher — I believe the firſt Colony planted in 
Virginia had not more Trades in their Company 
than I have in mine. 

Kite. The Butcher , Sir , will have his Hands 
full; for we have two Sheep-ſtealers among us—1 
hear of a Fellow too committed juſt now for ſteal- 
ing of Horſes. 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dra- 

oons Have we ne'er a Poulterer among us? 

Kite. Yes , Sir , the King of the Gipſies 
is a very good one, he has an excellent hand 
at a Gooſe or a Turkey — Here's Captain 
Brazen , Sit, I muſt go look after the Men. 

X [ Exit, 
Enter Brazen reading @ Letter, 
Braz. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour 
Um, um, very well — My dear Plume! give me 
a Buſs. 

Plume. Half a ſcore , if you will , my Dear: 
What haſt got in thy Hand, Child? | 

Brax. Tis a Project for laying out a Thouſand 


Pound. 


Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how 
to get it in? . 
| Brax. 
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Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I 
want Twenty Thouſand Pound ; I have ſpent twenty 
ſo times as much in the Service — Now, my Dear, 
pray adviſe me, my Head runs much upon Architec- 


6 ture, ſhall I build a Privateer or a Playhouſe ? 
16 Plume. An odd Queſtion — a Privateer or a Play- 


houſe! 'Twill require ſome Conſideration — Faith, 
. Im for a Privateer. | | 
Brax. I'm not of your Opinion, my Dear 
for in the fitſt place a Privateer may be ill built. 
Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But a Priyateet may be ill mann'd. 
Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But a Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 
Plume. Not ſo often as a Play-houſe. 
Brax. But you know a Privateer may ſpring a Leak. 
Plume. And I know that a Play-houſe may ſpring 
a great many. 
Brax. But ſuppoſe the Privateer come Home with 
a rich Booty, we ſhou'd never agree about our Shares. 
Plume. Tis juſt ſo in a Play- houſe --- So, by my 
Advice, you ſhall fix upona Privateer. 
Brax. Agreed — But if this Twenty thouſand ' 
5 Eihou'd not be in Specie — | 
1 Plume. What Twenty Thouſand ? 


. Brax. Heark'e. [Whiſpers. 
Plume, Marry'd! | : 
Brax. Preſently. We're to meet about half a 


Mile out of Town at the Water-fide — And fo 
forth —{ Reads. ] For fear I ſhou'd be known by any 
© e Worthy's Friends, you muſt give me leave to wear 

my Maſk till after the Ceremony , which will make me 

or ever yours —= Look'e there, my dear Dog ——= 
[ Shews the bottom of the Letter to Plume. 
d Plume. Melinda! and by this Lig „ her own 

Hand! — Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear— 
Her Hand exactly! Juſt 1 you ſay? : 

radx : 


the Water-ſide. 
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Brax. This Minute I muſt be gone. 
Plume. Have a little Patience, and II go with you, 
Brax. No, no, 1 fee a Gentleman coming thi; 


way, that may be inquiſitive; tis Worthy, do you 


know him? 

Plume. By ſight only, Bon 

Brax. Have a care, the very Eyes diſcover Se, 
crets. i Exit, 

ZN | Enter Worthy. 

Wor. To boot and ſaddle, Captain, you muſt 
mount. 

Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy , or you won't 
mount. | 

Wor. But 1 fhall : Melinda aud I are agfeed; (he' 
gone to viſit Silvia, we ate to mount and follow; 
and cou'd we carry aParſon with us, who know; 
Whit might be done for us both? 

Plume. Don't, trouble your Head, Melinda ha; 
ſecur'd a Parſon alteady. | 

Wor. Already! Do you know more than I ? 

Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand — Brazen 
and ſhe are to meet halt a Mile hence at the Wa. 
ter ſide, thefe to take Boat, Tfuppofe to be ferty l 
over to the Elyſran Fields, if there be any ſuch 
thing in Matrimony. N 4 

Wor. I parted with Melinda juſt tiow ; ſhe aſſut d 
me the hated Brazen, and that ſhe refolv'd to diſchid 
Lucy for dariiig to Write Letters to him in Her Name. 

Plume. Nay, tay , there's nothing of Lucy in 


this —I tell ye I ſaw Melitda's Hand as ſurely a: 


chis is miiie. ˖ 

Wor. But Ttell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to 
Juſtice Ballance's Country- Houſe. a 

Plume. But I tell you , ſhe's gone this Minute to 


Euter Servant. 0 
Serv. Madam Melinda has ſent Word , that you 


need 
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BE fiecd not trouble your ſelf to follow Her, becauſe 
her Journey to Juſtice Ballanee's is put off, and 
ſte's gone to Take che Air another Way. 


, [To Wor. - 
Wor. How ! her Joilttiey put off! 
3 Plume. That is, herfouthty was a put- off to you. 
N Wor. Tis plain, plain — But how, where, 
when'is ſhe to meet Bratch? 
F Plume. Juſt 'how I tell you, half a Mile hence 
at the Water-ſide. 
n Wor. Up or down the Water? 
Plume. That I don't know. 
a Wor. Vin glad my Hgrſes are ready Frick, get 
„em our. 
1 Plume. Shall Igo with yon? 
Wor. Not an Inch — I fall return preſently. 


* Exit. 
Plume. You'll flud- mine at the Hall; the Rte 
are fitting by this titie, and I muſt attend them. 


SCENE, 2 Cnirt of Juice: Bal. 
lance, Scale „ an Scruple upon the 
Bench : Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 


Kite and Conſtable avanoe forwhyd. 


Kire. Pray who ate thoſe Hondurable 'Getitle- 
men vp6n the Bench? | 
Cinſt. He in the tmiddfe is Juſtice Ballince, he 
oon the Right is Juſtice Scale, and he Un the Left 
| is Juſtiec Scruple; ant J am Mr. 'Conſtabte., four 
eto very honeſt Gentlemen. | 1 
Kite, O 4ear Sir 1 I am your moſt bedient 
Setvaut. [ Sahitg the Conſt#ble.] I fancy, Sir, that 
a your Employment and mine are much tte fame; 
ei formy bulitels is to Keep — in order, and if 
| | 2 
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they diſobey , to knock 'em down: aud then we 
are both Staff- Officers. 

Conſt. Nay, I'm a Serjeant my ſelf — of the 
Militia — Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me Exer- 
ciſe. Suppoſe this a Musket now. Now I am 
thoulder'd. Puts his Staff on's Right Shoulder, 

Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a 
Conſtable's Staff, but for a Musket you muſt put 
it on the other Shoulder, my Dear. | 

Conſt. Adſo! that's true — Come , now give the 
Word of Command, - 

Kite. Silence, / | 

Conſt. Ay, ay , ſo we will ==We will be 
ſilent. 2 

Kite, Silence, you Dog, ſilence! 

[Strikes him over the Head with his Halbard. 

* Conſt, That's the way to ſilence a Man with a 
Witneſs — What d'ye mean Friend? 

Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 

Conſt. Your Exerciſe differs ſo from ours, that 
we ſhall nc'er agree about it; if my own Captain 
had given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law ot 
him. ä | 

Enter · Plume. 

Ball. Captain, you're Welcome. 

Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 174 

Scr. Come, honeſt Captain, fir by me. | Plume 
aſcends , and ſits; upon the Bench. | Now produce 
your Priſoners — Here, that Fellow there — Set 
be up — Mr. Conſtable, what have you to (ay 
againſt this Man? | 

Conſt. I have nothing to ſay againſt him, an 
pleaſe you. 2 — 

Ball. No! what made you bring him hither ? 

Conſt. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant 
direct you what ſort of Men to take up? 
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Conſt. I can't tell, an pleaſe ye, I can't read. 

Scr. A very pretty . Conſtable truly — I find we 
have no buſineſs. here, | 

Kite, May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench , I 
deſire ro be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel 
for the Queen. Re 

Ball. Come , Serjeant, you {ſhall be heard, fince 
no body elle will ſpeak, we won't come here for 
nothing. 

Kite, This Man is but one Man, the Country 
may ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, 
he's cut out by Nature for a Granadeer, he's five 
Foot ten Inches high; he ſhall Box, Wreſtle, ot 
Dance the Cheſhire Round with any Man in the 
Country; he gets drunk every Sabbath-Day , and 
he beats his Wife, 

Wife. You lye , Sirrah , you lye, an pleaſe your 
Worſhip , he's the beſt natur'd pains-raking'ſt Man 
in the Pariſh; witneſs my five poor Children. 

Scr. A Wife! and five Children! You Conſtable, 
you Rogue , how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 
Wife and five Children? 

Scale, Diſcharge him. 

Ball. Hold , Gentlemen — Heark'e , Friend , how 
do you maintain your Wife and five Children? 
Piume, They live upon Wild Fowl and Veniſon, 
Sir, the Husband keeps a Gun, and kills all the 

Hares and Partridge within five Mile round. 

Ball. A Gun! nay, if he be fo good at Gunning, 
he ſhall have enough on't— He may be of uſe 
— the French , for he ſhoots flying to be 

ure, | 

Scr. But his Wife and Children Mr. Ballance ! 

Wife, Ay, ay, that's the reaſon you wou'd ſend 
him away ; you know I have a Child every Year, 


"and * are aftaid they ſhou'd come upon the 


Pari 
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' Plum. Look'e there , Gentlemen, the honeſt 


Woman has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had bet- 


ter maintain five Children this Year , than. fix or 
ſeren the next: Thar Fellow upon bis high F Eng 
may get you two or three Beggars at a 12 
Wife. Look e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get 
nothing by ſending 125 away » for I won't loſe 
WY ecing time, if there be a Man, leſt in the 
Arlin. 
Ball. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correc- 
tion —— and the Man 
Kite. I'll take care o him, if you pleaſe 
[Takes him down. 
Scale. Here, yon, Conſtable , the next=— Ser 
up chat black fac'd Fellow, be has a Gunpowder 
Look ; what can you lay againſt this Man,, Con- 
Table. | | 
1 Conſt, Nothing but that he is a very honeſt 
an. 
Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one ho- 
"wn Man in my Company for the Novelty's 
ake ? 
Ball. What are you, Friend }z 
Mob. A Collier, I work in the Cole- Pits. 
Scr. Look e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a 
Trade, and the AG of Parliament here expreſſes, 


that we axe to impreſs. yo, Man that has any, viſible 


Means of a Livelihood. 
Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhigs, this Man 


has no viſible Means of Livehhood, for he works 


under Ground. 
Plume, Well ſaid, Kite, beſides the Army wants 
Miners. | 
Ball. Right, aud had we an Order of Go- 
vernment for't., we cou'd raiſe you in this and the 
Neighbouring County of Stafford, five hyndted 
Colliers that wou'd run you under Ground like 
| Moles , 


f 
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WW. 4. 75 Service in a Siege thay all 
Ser. Bk Friend, hat have you to ay for 


your ſel 
Mob. I'm n 0 4. L 
ite. Lack-a ſo. a 
Mob. WS 8 my Wiſe * poox Woman 
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Child in 
_ Who marry 'd you, Miſtreſs? 
y Huthand == we agreed. that I ſhapld 
all m Hutbay to avoid d paſbog ſor a Whore, 
2 ſhou'd call me Wite to ſhun going 
oy a Soldier. 


Scr. A very pretty Couple! pray > Captain, will 
you take em both? 


Plume. What ſay you, Mr. Kite, will you take 
care of the Woman ? 

Kite. Ves, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the 
Sea-lide , and there, of ſhe — a mind to drown 


her ſelf, we'll _ care that no body {hall hinder 


her. 


Ball, Here 2 Conſtable , bring 3 my Man. | 


[ Exit Cie. ] Now , Captain , 48 fit you 
with a Man, fuch as you ne'er ON u. your 
Life. "Ewe Conſtable and 5 } Oh! my Fricud 
Pinch, I am very glad to ſee you, 

Sil. Well, Sir, and what then 2 

Scale. What then ! Is tharyour " Reſpe to the 
Bench? 

Sil. Sir, I don't gare 3 Farthing for you nar 
your Bench neither. 

Ser. Look'e , Gentlemen , that's enough 
he's a very impudent Fellow, ang fit for a 
ier. 


e 


F 4 
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Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit 
for a Soldier. 5 

Conſt. A Whore - maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit 
to go. 

Bal, What think you, Captain? 1 5 

Plume, 1 think he's a very pretty Fellow , and 
therefore fit to ſerve. | 

Silv. Me for a Soldier! Send your own lazy 
lubberly Sons at Home ; Fellows that hazard their 
Necks every Day in the purſuit of a Fox , yer 
dare not peep Abroad to look an Ennemy in the 
Face. 

Conſt, May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a 
Woman at Ne fav 3 a Rape againſt this 

ogue. 

Sv, Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby? 1 
raviſh'd 'em both yeſterday. 

Ball. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, 
we'll fee him liſted immediately. 

[ Plume reads Articles of War againſt 
5 Mutiny ard Deſertion. 

Silv. Hold, Sir — Once more, Gentlemen, 
have a care what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely 
ſmart for any Violence you offer ro me; and you, 
Mr. Ballance, I ſpeak to you particularly, you ſhall 
heartily repent it. 

Plume. Look'e , young Spark, ſay but one 
word more, and I'll build a Horſe for you as 
high as the Ceiling , and make you ride the 
_ tireſome Journey that ever you made in your 
Lite. 

Silv, You have made a fine ſpeech, good Cap- 
rain Huffcap , but you had better be quiet, I ſhall 
find a way to Cool your Courage. 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, 
he's diſtracted. 1 

Sil, Tis falſe - ] am deſcended of as good 

| a Fa- 


fir 
fit 


ö ſhip. 
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a Family as any in your County; my Father 
is as good a Man as any upon your Bench, 
and I am Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Ball. He's certainly mad — Pray, Captain, read 
the Articles of War. 

. Hold once more — Pray, Mr. Balance, to 
you I ſpeak ; ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd 
you uſe me at this rate? 

Ball. No, Faith, were you mine, I wou'd 
ſend you to. Bedlam firſt, and into the Army af:er- 
wards. | | 

Silv. But conſider my Father , Sir , he's as 
good, as generous , as brave, as juſt a Man 
as ever fſerv'd his Country; I'm his only Child, 
perhaps the Loſs of me may Break his Heart. 

Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does; Cap- 
tain , if you don't lilt him this Minute I'll leave 
the Court. 5 

Plume. Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy- Money 
to the Men while I read. 

Kite, Ay , Sir, — Silence, Gentlemen. 

Plume reads the Articles of Mar. 

Ball. Very well; now Captain, let me beg the 
Favour of you not to diſcharge this Fellow upon 
any Account whatſoever. Bring in the reſt, 
Conſt. There are no more an't pleaſe your Wor- 


Ball, No more ! there were five two Hours 
200. \ 
Sil. 'Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſta- 
ble let the reſt eſcape, for a Bribe of eleven 
Shillings a Man; becauſe he faid the Act allow'd 
him but ten, ſo the odd Shilling was clear 
gains. | 
Al. Juſt, How ! 

Sil. Gentlemen , he offer'd ro let me go 
away for two Guineas , but I had not ſo much 


** abou: 
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bout me ; this is Truth, and I'm ready, to 


Wear it. 
Kite. And III fear it, give me the Book, ti 
for the good of the — , "i 
Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him 
balf a Crown to fay. that 1 was an honeſt Man, 
but now ſince that your Worſhips have made me 
a Rogue » I hope I ſhall hare my Money a- 
ain. 
a Ball. Tis my Opinion that this Conſtable be 
ut into the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends 
don't bring four good Men for his Ranſom by, to 
morrow Night — Captain, you ſhall carry him 
to Flanders. | 1 
Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed ! 
F. aq Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cu- 
ody. 
| Kite. Ay, ay, — Sir | To the Conſtable.] will 
you pleaſe to have your Office taken from you? 
Or will you handſomely lay down your Staff, as 
your Bettets have done before you 2 


[ Conſtable drops his Staff. 


Ball. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great 
Ceremony in adjourning this Court »— Captain, 
you {hall dine with me. | 

Kite. Come » Mr. Militia Setjeant, I ſhall ſilence 
you now I believe without your taking the Law 
of me. [ Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE, The Fields. 


Enter Brazen leading in Lucy maſk'd, 
Braz. The Boat is juſt below here. 
Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols 
under his Arm. 
Wor, Here, Sir, take your choice, 
Going between em and offering them. 
| Brax. 


N. 


Brax. What ! Piſtols ! are they. charg d, my 

Dear ? My | 
Wor. With a brace of Bullets each. | 
Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and 

never uſe Piſtols , the Sword is my way — and 


| t be put out of my Road to pleaſe any 


an. 

Wor. Nor I neicher, fo have at you, 

[ Cocks one, Piſtol, 

Brax. Look'e , my Dear, I don't care for 
Piſtols —— Pray oblige me, and let us have a bout 
5 Sharps; dam it, there's no partying theſe Bul- 
ets. 

Wor. Sir , if you han't your Belly full of 
thele , the Swo & ſhall come in for ſecond 
Courſe. | WE | 5 

Brax. Why then Fire and Fury ! I have eaten 
Smoak from the Mouth of a Cannon; Six; don't 
think 1 fear Powder, for J live upon't. Let me 
ſee. | Takes one.] And now , Sir , how many 
Paces diſtant ſhall we fire ? 

Wor. Eite you when you pleaſe, I'll reſerye my 
Shot rill I am ſure of you. 

Brax. Come, where's your Cloak 2 

Wor, Cloak I what d'ye mean? 

Brax. To fight upon, I always fight upon 3 
Cloak, tis our way Abroad. 

Tuc. Come, Gentlemen, I'll end the S:rife. 


[Unmasks. 

Wor, Lucy! Take her. ; ; 

Brax. The Devil take me if J da — Huzza! 
Fires his Piſtol.) D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you Page 
Harrydan , how thoſe Bullets whiltle > ſuppoſe 
they had been lodg'd ig my Gizzard now e 

Luc. Pray, Si z pargan me. 

Brax. I can't tell; Child, till I know Whether 
my Money be ſafe, | Searching his Packets.} Yes 

yes 
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yes, I do pardon you ; but if I had you in the 
Roſe Tavern, Covent. Garden, with three or four 
hearty Rakes, aud three or four ſmart Napkins, I 
wou'd tell you another Story , my Dear. | Exit. 

Wor. And was Melinda privy to this? 

Luc. No , Sir , ſhe wrote her Name upon a 
piece of Paper at the Fortune-tellers laſt Night, 
which 1 put in my Pocket, and fo writ above it 
to the Captain. 

Mor. And how came Melinda's Journey to be put off? 

Luc. At the Town's end the met Mr. Ballance's 
Steward, who told her that Mts. Silvia was gone 
from her Father's , and no Body con'd tell whither. 

Wor. Silvia gone from her Father's! This will 
be News to Plume. Go home, and tel] your Lady 
how near I was being ſhot for her. 


SCENE, in Juſtice Ballance's Houſe. 


Enter Ballance with a Napkin in his Hand, 
as riſen from Dinner, aud Steward, 


Stew. We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir, 
and then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was 
my young Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there, 
bur the Suit that your Son left in the Preſs when he 
went to London was gone. 

Ball. The white ttim'd with Silver! 

Stew. The ſame. 

Bal. Yow han't told that Circumſtance to any 
Body. 
Stew. To none but your Worſhip. 
Ball. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining 


Room , and tell Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak 
with him. 


Stew, I ſhall, Exit. 
Ball. 


8 
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Ball. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon? I had her 
Promiſe indeed, that ſhe ihou'd never diſpoſe of 
her (elf without my Conſent. I have conſented 
with a Witneſs, given her away as my Act and 
Deed — And this I watrant, the Captain thinks will 
pals? no, I ſhall never pardon him the Villany , 
firſt of robbing me of my Daughter, and then the 
mean Opinion he muſt have of me, to think that I 
cou'd be fo wretchedly impos'd upon. Her extra- 
vagant Paſſion might encourage her in the Attempt, 
but the Contrivance muſt be his — I'll know the 
Truth preſently — 

Enter Plume. 

Pray, Captain, what have you done with your 
young Gentleman Soldier? | | 
Plume. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe with the 

reſt of my Men. 

Ball. Does he keep Company with the common 
Soldiers ? 

Plume. No, he's generally with me. 

Ball, He lies with you, I preſume ? 

Plume. No, Faith, I offered-him part of my 
Bed — but the young Rogue fell in love with Roſe, 
and has lain with her, I think, fince he came to 
Town. | 

Ball. So that between you both, Roſe has been 
finely manag'd. 

Plume. Upon my Honour , Sir , ſhe had no 
harm from me. | 

Ball. All's ſafe I find Now, Captain, you 
muſt know that the young Fellow's Impudence in 
Court was well grounded; he ſaid I ſhould heartily 
repent his being liſted , and ſo I do from my 
Soul. 

Plume. Ay! For what Reaſon? 

Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he 
Was, born of as good a Family as any _ this 

oun- 
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County, and he is Heir to twelve hundred Pound 
a Year, | 
Plume. I'm very glad to hear it—For I wanted 
but a Man of that Quality to make my Company 
a perfect Repreſentative of the whole Commons of 
Enpland. 
Ball. Won't you diſcharge him: | | 
Plume, Nor under an hundred Pound Sterling. 
Ball. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my in- 
timate Friend. | | 2 
Plume. Then you ſhall have bim for Nothing. 
Ball. Nay, Sir , you ſhall have your Price. 
Plume, Not a henny, Sir, I value an Obligation 
to you nuch above an hündred Pound. 
Ball. Perhaps, Sir, = fthah't repent your Gene- 
roſity — Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in 
my Pocket Book? ¶ Gives his Book. ] In the mean 
time, we'll ſend for'the Gentleman. Who waits 
there? Enter Servant. 
Go to the Captain's Lodging; and enquire for Mr. 
Wilful, tell him His Captain wants him here im- 
mediately. | | 
Serv. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, 
enquiring for the Captain. 
Plume. Bid him come up —= Here's the Diſcharge, 
Sir. | 
Ball. Sir, I thank you —*Tis plain he had no 
Hand in't. Aſide, 
| Enter Silvia. | 
Silv. J thihk, Captain, you might Have us'd me 
better, than to leave me yonder among your 
wearing, 'drunken Crew; and you , Mr. J ice; 
fight have been fo civil as to have invited me to 
Dinner, for I have eaten with as good a Man as 
your Worſhip. | | 
'Plinie, dir, ybu muſt charge our want of Refped, 
| | | upon 


oT 
of 
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upon our Ignorance of vod Quality — but now 
you are Bt Liberty —1 lade difchacg d You. 

Silv. Diſcharged me! 

Bull, Ves, Sir ant you muſt once mort go 
home to your Father. | IO 

Sv. My Father! then I am diſcover'd - Oh, 
Sir, [ Kintelivg ] I'evpett ho Pardon. | 

Ball. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Erinte fall 
be your Puriſnmefit; here, Captain, 1 deliver her 
over to the conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſertietit; 
ſince ſtie will be a Wife be you Hugbahd , à very 
Husband - When ſhe tells — of her Love, up- 
braid her Wich her Folly; be todiffily ungtateful, 
becauſe the las been wafaſhi6hably Kind , and iſe 
her worſe than you Wou'd atty body tle, Betaitle 
you can't uſe her fo well as fie Yeſerves. 

Plume. And are you Silvia, ih 260d 'Gathieft ? 
OO I have gone too far to make it a 
eſt , Sir. 
j Plime. And Us yon iprve her to ine ih g6od 
earneſt ? 1 

Ball. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume. Whiy then 'I hive fav'ld m) Legs "and 
Arms, and loft my Libefty. Secute fromm Wouhds, 
I am *ptepar'd for the'Gotit; fare wel Sübſiſtence, 
and welcome Tates Sir, my Liberty, and 
Hopes of being a General are much Yearer to me 
than your twelve hundred Pound a Tear - But to 
your Love, Madam, I reſign my Ffeedom, and 
to your Beauty my Ambition. Greater in obeying 
at your Feet, than Commanding at thie Head of 
an Afiny. "ED 

| Enter Worthy. 

Mor. I ith Corry to hear, Mr. Ballance , that 

your Daughter is loſt. 23 
Ball. So am not I, Sir, finte *ah honeſt Gentle- 
man has found her. 


Enter 
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Entex Melinda. 

Mel. Pray, Mr. Bdllance , what's become of my 
Coulin Silvia? 

Ball. Your Couſin Silvia is talking yonder with 
your Couſin Plume. 

Mel. & Wor, How! | 

Silv. Do you think it ſtrange , Couſin, that a 
Woman ſhould change; But, I hope, you'll excuſe 
a Change thath hath proceeded from Conſtaucy. 
I alter'd my out. ſide, becauſe I was the fame within, 
and only laid by the Woman to make ſure ct my 
Man: that's my Hiſtory. 

Mel. Your Hiſtory is alittle Romantick , Couſin, 
but ſince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, 
you will have the World o'your Sile , and I ſhall 
be willing to go with. the Tide , provided yay'll 
pardon an Injury J offered you in the Letter to 
your Father. : 

Plume, That Injury , Madam was done to me, 
and the Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my 
Friend; make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be 
ſatisfied. Th; 

Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great 
way — when my Coulin is pleas'd to ſurrender 
tis probable I ſhan't hold out much longer. 

Enter Brazen. 

Braz. Gentlemen, Iam yours == Madam, Iam 
not yours. 

Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir. 

Brax. So am I——You have got a pretty houſe 
here, Mr. Laconick. | 


Ball. Tis time to right all miſtakes = My 


Name, Sir, is Balance, | 

Brax. Ballance! Sir, I am your moſt obedient 
I know your whole Generation. had not you 
an Unkle that was Goycrnour of the Leeward Iſlands 
lome Years ago? | | 


Ball, 


wait 1 
: Silv 
And it 
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Ball. Did you know him? 

Brax. Intimately , Sit , — He play'd at Billiards 
to a Miracle--- You had a Brother too that was a 
Captain of a Eireſhip Poor Dick -- he had the 
moſt engaging way with him - of making Punch 
--- and then his Cabbin was ſo neat — bur his Boy 
Fach, was the moſt comical Baſtard — Ha, ha, 
ha, ha, a pickl'd Dog, I ſhall never forget him. 

Plume. Well, Captain, are you fix'd in your 
Project yet? Are you {till for the Privateer? 

Brax. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt 
now, I had like to have beenpick'd up by a Cruiſer 
under falſe Colours, and a French Pickaroon for 
ought I know. 

lume. But have you got your Recruits , my dear? 
Brax. Not a ſtick , my dear. 
Plume. Probably , I ſhall furniſh you. 
Enter Roſe and Bullock. 

Roſe. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once 
more, and have perſuaded my Sweet- heart Cart- wheel. 
to go with us; but you muſt promiſe not to part 
wich me again. 

Silv. 1 find Mrs. Roſe has not been pleas'd with 
her Bedfellow. rx. 

Roſe. Bedfellow! I don't know whether I hada 
Bedfellow or nor. p 

Silv. Don't be in à Paſſion , Child, I was as 
little pleas'd with your Company as you cou'd be 
with mine. | 

Bull. Pray, Sit, dunna be offended at my Siſter, 
lhe's Ain $f under-bred , bur if you pleaſe, III 
lie with you in her ſtead. 

Plume. I have promis d, Madam, to provide 
for this Gitl; Now will you be pleas' d. to let her 
wait upon you? or {hall I take care of her? 

Silv. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir, you may 
ind it buſineſs enough to take _=_ of me. 3 

ll. 
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Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain , for wauns ! if 
ever you lift your Hand againſt me I'll deſart.— 

Plume. Captain Brazen {hall take care o'that. My 
dear, inſtead of twenty thouſand Pound you talk'd 
of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits that! 
have rais'd, at the rate they coſt me — My Com- 
miſſion I lay down to be taken up by ſome braver 
Fellow , that has more Merit, and leſs good For- 
tune --- whilſt 1 endeavour by the Example of this 


worthy Gentleman to ſerve my Queen and Coun 
at home. | | 


| . \ 
With ſome Regret I quit the active Field, 
Where Glory full Reward for Life does yield; 
But the Recruiting Trade with all its Train, 
Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 
1 gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to ſtay , 
eAnd raiſe Recruits the Matrimonial way. 
| | | Exeunt 
. INI S 
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n- A LL Ladies and Gentlemen, that are 
willing to ſee the Comedy call'd the 
Recruiting Officer, let them repair to mor- 
10 row Night, by ſix a Clock, to the Sign of 
the Theatre Royal in Drury- Lane, and they 

ſhall be Kindly entertain'd ------- | 


Me ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 

I hole Europe now obeys the Call of Drum. 

The Soldier , not the Poet, here appears , 

And beats ap for a Corps of Volunteers, 

He finds that Muſick chiefly does delight ye , 
os And therefore chuſes Muſuck to invite ye. 


Beat the Granadeer March ----- Row, 
row , tow ----- Gentlemen , this piece of 
Mufick , call'd an Overture to a Battel, 
was compos'd by a famous Halian . Maſter, 

ts, and was perform'd with wonderfull Sac- 
ceſs, at the great Operas of Vigo, Schellen- 
bergh, and Bleinbeim; it came off with the 
Applauſe of all Europe, excepting France; 


the French found it a little too rough for 
their Delicateſſe. Vs 


Some that have acked on thoſe glorious Stages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Apes , 
That no Muſick like the Granadeer's engages. 


Ladies, we muſt own that this Muſick of 
J- | | Ours 
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ours is not altogether ſo ſoft as Bonaciui's; 
yet we dare affirm , that it has laid more 
People aſleep than all the Camilla's in the 
World ; and you'll condeſcend to own, 
that it keeps one awake , better than any 
Opera that ever was Acted.z 

he Granadeer March ſeems to be aCom- 
poſure excellently adapted to the Genius of 
the Exgliſh ; for no Muſick was ever fol- 
low'd ſo far by us, nor with ſo much Ala- 
crity; and with all Deference to the preſent 
Subſcription ', we muſt ſay that the Grana- 
deer March has been ſubſcrib'd far by the 
Whole Grand Alliance : and we preſume 
to inform the Ladies, that it always has the 
Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole 
Army. In ſhort, to gratifie the preſent 
Taſte, our Author is now adapting ſome 
Words to the Granadeer March, which he 
intends to have perform'd to Morrow , if 
the Lady who is to fing it thould not hap- 
pen to be ſick. : 


This he concludes to be the ſureſt way 

To draw you hither , for you'll al obey 

Soft Muſich's Call, tho you ſhoud damn 
his Play. 


. 


